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Sfjomas  a  33ecfcct. 

It  has  become  popular  to  inveigh  against  the  avarice,  pride,  and  in¬ 
tolerance  of  the  church ;  and  those  have  joined  loudest  in  the  cry 
who  possessed  the  largest  share  of  the  sacrilegious  plunder  wrested 
from  her  by  a  sensual  and  ferocious  tyrant,  and  lavished  on  his  pimps, 
of  whom  these  ingrate  railers  are  the  right  honourable  representatives 
and  successors.  Fanatics  of  every  variety  of  creed,  hating,  persecu¬ 
ting,  and  reviling  each  other,  have  held  a  temporary  truce,  and  wel¬ 
comed  into  their  ranks  the  notoriously  profligate  and  profane  to  plot 
against  their  common  enemy.  How-it  happens  that  a  mountebank  in 
quaker  masquerade  should  presume  to  charge  any  set  of  men  with 
hypocrisy  and  fraud,  is  a  question  that  the  impudent  impostor  who 
babbles  so  much  of  priests  and  priestcraft  can  best  answer.  It  is 
surely  enough  for  this  slanderous  buffoon  to  be  the  reproach  and 
scandal  of  his  own  sect,  without  craving  the  additional  infamy  of 
lifting  his  hoof  against  a  faith,  that,  while  it  deplores  his  errors,  de¬ 
spises  his  animosity. 

If  we  draw  examples  from  remote  ages  of  haughty  and  ambitious 
churchmen,  we  must  consider  the  turbulent  spirits  over  whom  they 
were  called  to  exercise  their  ecclesiastical  power.  Superstition  awed 
the  daring,  and  controled  the  vulgar ; — it  rendered  the  coffers  of  the 
rich  available  to  the  wants  of  the  poor ;  and  though  great  luxury  and 
abuse  arose  in  the  distribution,  the  sinner,  who  believed  himself  par¬ 
doned  by  his  munificence  to  the  church,  might  find  himself  less  mis¬ 
taken  than  the  modern  puritan,  whose  belief  is  large  and  whose  cha¬ 
rity  is  small ;  and  who  sneers  at  a  prejudice  that,  with  all  its  abomi¬ 
nations,  clothed  the  naked,  fed  the  hungry,  and  preserved,  while  it 
engrossed,  all  the  learning  of  the  time,  and  transmitted  it  as  an  inva¬ 
luable  inheritance  to  posterity. 

The  grandest  example  that  history  presents  of  a  lofty,  intrepid,  and 
inflexible  spirit;  a  superstition,  erring  though  sincere  ;  learning  (for 
that  dark  age),  various  and  profound;  and  abilities  and  courage  equal 
to  evei-y  difficulty  and  danger,  is  Thomas  a  Becket.  This  extraordi¬ 
nary  prelate,  Avhose  constancy  was  worthy  of  a  better  cause,  died  in 
the  unequal  warfare  in  which  he  was  engaged,  and  Avon  by  his  mar¬ 
tyrdom  a  more  glorious  triumph  than  could  have  possibly  aAvaited 
him,  had  his  spiritual  thunders  been  successful,  and  the  church  con¬ 
firmed  in  all  her  encroachments  and  possessions.  We  are  not  dis¬ 
posed  to  sneer  at  the  reputed  sanctity  of  Thomas  a  Becket:  he  was 
an  enthusiast,  sublime  in  his  enthusiasm,  but  no  hypocrite.  The 
Chancellorship  in  those  days  included  other  offices  of  high  dignity 
and  trust ;  besides  Avhich,  Becket  was  made  Provost  of  Beverley, 
Dean  of  Hastings,  Constable  of  the  Tower,  put  in  possession  of  Eye 
and  Berkham,  large  baronies  that  had  escheated  to  the  crown,  and 
appointed  tutor  to  the  king’s  eldest  son.  HaAdng  only  taken  deacon’s 
orders,  his  robe  of  sanctity  might  set  lightly  upon  him ;  hence  his 
pomp,  magnificence,  and  gaiety,  his  popular  manners,  generous  hos¬ 
pitality,  and  unlimited  profusion,  which  astonished  foreign  nations, 
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and,  in  his  own  country,  made  him  the  “  observed  of  all  observers,” 

mid  almost  eclipsed  the  throne  himself.  _ 

His  elevation  to  the  archiepiscopal  see  of  Canterbury  transformed 
the  man  of  pleasure  into  the  eremite.  He  was  resolved  fully  to  main¬ 
tain  the  sacredness  of  his  new  character,  and  devote  himself,  body 
and  soul,  to  that  church,  of  which  he  was  so  powerful  and  eminent  a 
dignitary.  History  records  his  numerous  austerities ;  his  sackcloth 
that  he  wore  rtext  his  skin ;  his  spare  diet  of  bread  and  unsavoury 
water;  his  self-inflicted  flagellations;  and  hm  daily  washing  t^feet 
of  thirteen  beggars,  in  imitation  of  the  Saviour  of  the  world.  Wh 
we  record  his  weaknesses,  we  must  not  forget  his  many  redeeming 
Qualities  •  his  secret  devotions,  deep  humility,  and  frequent  charities 
to  the  convents  and  hospitals.  These  endeared  him  to  the  monks 
and  to  the  people ;  and  the  holy  Primate  was  no  less  popular  than 

the  sumptuous  Chancellor.  ,  ,  .  . 

A  long  exile  in  a  foreign  land  could  not  subdue  his  ardent  and  de¬ 
voted  spirit.  His  return  to  England  was  triumphantly  hailed  with 
hymns  of  joy  by  the  clergy,  the  laity,  by  men  of  all  ranks  and  ages, 
and  the  young  prince,  for  Henry  continued  to  reside  at  Baieux,  dread¬ 
ing  his  popularity,  commanded  him  to  return  forthwith  to  his  dio¬ 
cese  Encouraged  by  these  popular  demonstrations  in  his  favour, 
and  urged  by  his  natural  impetuosity  to  revenge  injuries,  he  issued 
sentence  of  excommunication  against  certain  ot  his  enemies,  resolving 
to  take  the  king  by  surprise,  and,  by  anticipating  his  treacherous  de¬ 
signs,  which  his  sagacity  led  him  to  discover,  to  defeat  the  tardy  but 
sure  ruin  that  awaited  him  from  the  hands  of  his  crafty  and  politic 

S°The1fxcommunicated  prelates  were  themselves  the  bearers  of  the 
news  of  Becket’s  violence  to  Henry  at  Baieux.  Ihe  monarch,  foiled 
in  his  artful  intentions,  burst  forth  into  a  violent  fit  of  anger,  and  ac¬ 
cused  his  servants  of  ingratitude  and  want  of  zeal  in  not  1  ldding  him 
of  this  troublesome  prelate.  This  reproach  was  not  lost  on  four  as¬ 
sassins,  Reginald  Fitz-Urse,  William  de  Traci,  Hugh  de  Moreville, 
and  Richard  Brito.  They  instantly  took  ship,  and  arrived  in  England 
before  Henry’s  messenger,  who  suspected  their  intentions,  could  over¬ 
take  them,  and  prevent  the  deed;  and,  having  followed  the  arch¬ 
bishop  to  the  church  of  St.  Benedict,  whither  he  had  repaired  to  hear 
vespers,  clove  his  head  with  many  blows  before  the  high  altar,  and 
retired  from  the  tragical  scene  without  molestation. 

The  terror  and  perplexity  of  the  king  when  he  heard  the  fatal  but 
not  unwelcome  news ;  his  submission  to  the  Pope ;  his  hypocritical 
pilgrimage  to  the  tomb  of  the  martyred  saint,  where  he  remained  in 
fasting  and  prayer  during  a  whole  day,  and  watched  all  night  the  holy 
relics ;  and  his  baring  his  royal  back  to  receive  the  liberal  flagellation 
of  a  chapter  of  angry  monks,  to  each  of  whom  he  presented  a  scourge, 
are  points  of  history  that  need  not  be  enlarged  upon. 

Mr.  Jerrold  has  availed  himself  of  the  reports  of  the  scandalous 
lives  of  the  clergy,  and  exhibited  a  profligate  monk  in  the  character  of 
Philip  de  Brois,  implicating  the  archbishop,  and  making  him  in  part 
pimp  to  the  base  designs  of  his  libidinous  brother.  He  has  drama¬ 
tised  the  Council  at  Clarendon,  brought  Henry  and  Becket  into  hot 
polemical  discussion,  and  dissolved  it  by  a  troop  of  armed  knights, 
after  the  summary  fashion  of  that  royal  bully-rock.  He  has  marched 
Becket,  bearing  the  silver  cross,  into  the  presence  of  the  king,  and, 
under  the  presumed  protection  of  that  sacred  symbol,  made  him  dis¬ 
play  a  oonstancy  and  courage  worthy  of  so  distinguished  a  member  of 
the  church  militant.  We  lose  sight  of  him  during  his  six  years’  exile 
in  France,  and  meet  him  for  a  short  season  when  he  returns  to  his 
ancient  quarters  at  Canterbury.  But  few  incidents  occur  between 
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that  period  and  his  death  ;  and  the  curtain  drops  on  his  martyrdom 
at  the  altar. 

This  play  is  written  in  an  ambitious  style ;  there  is  a  continued  at¬ 
tempt  at  apothegm  between  Moldwarp  and  Swart,  and  every  oppor¬ 
tunity  is  seized  to  exaggerate  the  pride,  luxury,  and  lasciviousness  of 
the  church.  It  was  produced  at  the  Surrey  Theatre  with  great  care 
by  Mr.  Elliston,  and  received  every  justice  in  the  acting.  Mr.  Jer- 
rold,  actuated  by  the  desire  to  produce  an  English  Play,  drew  en¬ 
tirely  from  his  own  resources,  and  gained  the  applause  he  so  justly 
merited,  by  his  endeavour  to  render  a  highly-interesting  chapter  of 
British  history  popular  with  the  million. 


D. - G. 


Costume. 


KING  HENRY. — Black  shirt,  trimmed  with  gold — crimson  robe. 

THOMAS  A  BECKET. — White  surplice,  edged  with  gold— scar¬ 
let  shirt,  trimmed  with  gold— a  small  sky-blue  neck  robe,  spangled — 
sky-blue  toga,  showered  with  gold — two  white  crosses,  hanging  at 
the  front  and  back. 

BISHOPS. — Red  robes,  with  blue  mantles,  trimmed  with  gold. 

BREAKSPEAR. — First  dress:  Buff  shirt  — long-sleeved  dress — 
fleshings,  and  shoes.  Second  dress :  Brown  shirt— legs  and  arms  in 
scale  armour. 

EARL  OF  LEICESTER— DE  TRACY— DE  MOREVILLE— 
FITZ-URSE — RANULF  DE  BROC,  and  BRITO. — Shirt  dresses 
of  various  colours,  with  scarfs,  fleshings,  shoes,  and  caps. 

WALTER  DE  MAPES. — A  gray  gown,  with  hood. 

PHILIP  DE  BROIS. — A  black  gown,  with  hood. 

RICHARD  DE  HASTINGS. — Suit  of  armour,  with  long  white 
cloak,  bearing  a  red  cross . 

SWART. — Plain  brown  shirt  dress,  with  a  girdle  fastened  by  a  large 
steel  buckle — fleshings,  and  shoes. 

MOLDWARP. — Red  shirt  dress — red  cap— fleshings,  and  shoes. 

SNIPE. — Light-blue  shirt  dress — cap,  with  heron’s  feather. 

BACON. — Brown  shirt  dress — cap— fleshings,  and  shoes. 

LUCIA. —First  dress :  A  russet  cloak.  Second  dress :  White,  with 
black  body,  and  stomacher.  Third  dress:  White  muslin  and  veil. 

IDONEA.— A  nun’s  dress. 


Cast  of  tije  Characters, 

As  originally  performed  at  the  Surrey  Theatre. 

Mr.  Dihdin  Pitt. 

Henry  II.  . 

...  Miss  Ellis. 

Prince  Henry . 

Thomas  a  Bechet  ( Archbishop  of' Can- 1  ]y[r.  Rumball. 

terbury) . 

Earl  of  Leicester  . J  /' 

Sir  Walter  Breakspear . Mr.  Fores  er. 

...  Mr.  Warwick. 

De  Tracy . 

Be  Moreville  .  r'  1C 

John  of  Oxford . 

Fiiz-Urse  . Mr.  Asbury. 

_  77  . Mr.  Denman. 

Ranulf  de  Broc . Mr.  Malar. 

Archbishop  of  York  . Mr.  Benson. 

Bishop  of  London . Mr.  Gough. 

Bishop  of  Chichester . Mr-  Bew; 

Bishop  of  Worcester . Mr.  Bonlanger. 

Bishop  of  Exeter  . ; . Mr.  Nichois. 

Bishop  of  Lincoln .  r*  mi  ’ 

Bishop  of  Winchester  . Mr-  Collier. 

Walter  de  Mapes  ( Archdeacon  of  Ox-  1  Tyjr>  Williams. 

ford )  . . 

Richard  de  Hastings  ( Prior  of  the  1  Bannister. 
Knights'  Templars )  . J 

Philip  de  Brois . Mr-  Lee* 

ctwart  . Mr.  Rayner. 

.  ....Mr.  Yale. 

Moldwarp  . 

,,  ....  Mr.  Buckingham. 

acon .  Mr.  Rogers. 

m?e .  ...  Mr.  Grammer. 

Brito  . 

_  .  . Miss  Yincent. 

Lucia .  . 

. Mrs.  Egerton. 

Idonea  . 


THOMAS  A  BECKET. 


ACT  1. 

SCENE  I. — A  Hall  in  the  Palace  of  Becket. — London. 

Enter  Swart,  l - owgIMoldwarp,  r. —  meeting. 

Mold.  Good-day,  fellow  Swart:  what  hour  is  on  the 
dial? 

Swart.  I  know  not,  care  not.  Time  has  broken  his 
glass,  and  thrown  the  sand  into  my  eyes.  I  have  no  use 
to  put  him  to,  save  to  whiten  my  hair  and  scratch  pits  in 
my  cheek. 

Mold.  Whither  are  you  going  ? 

Swart.  Into  the  outer  court. 

Mold.  For  what  purpose  ? 

Swart.  To  look  at  the  clouds  ;  and  in  their  strange 
and  changing  shapes,  to  see  the  action  of  this  lower  world. 

Mold.  The  true  idler’s  pastime. 

Swart.  Trust  me,  the  monsters  that  our  fancy  fashions 
in  the  sky,  are  not  more  monstrous  than  the  monsters  of 
the  earth.  Its  pageants,  ceremonies,  are  aptly  mirrored 
in  the  fleeting  mist  that  drives  above  them. 

Mold.  In  truth,  we  have  seen  some  change  !  Our 
once  gay,  but  now  melancholy,  master  Becket !— why, 
tis  as  though  a  parrot  should  go  into  mourning,  or  a 
thrush  change  its  note  with  a  funeral  bell.— The  Becket 
that  was,  and  the  Becket  that  is  ! — He  reminds  me  of  a 
spear, — the  handle,  painted  and  carved  with  an  amorous 

and  jovial  story, — Cupid’s  bow  and  Bacchus’  grapes _ 

ending  in  cold  iron. 

Swart.  And  what  a  pair  of  knaves  are  we  !  Rascals 
that  eat  and  sleep,  and  thicken  our  blood  with  idleness* 
casting  away  manhood  as  part  of  a  by-gone  mode,  and 
standing,  two  breathing  statues,  in  a  great  man’s  hall  !  I 
never  pass  a  bee-hive  that  I  do  not  redden  to  the  ears. 
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Mold.  Such  statues  as  we,  good  Swart,  are  the  true 
furniture  of  wealth.  Willow  backs,  and  eyes  that  say 
‘  I  look  but  by  your  leave/  are  the  real  household  finery 
of  your  golden  gentleman.  Is’t  our  fault  that  our  best 
employment  is  the  counting  our  fingers  ?  When  Recket 
was  Chancellor,  he  was  full  of  shew  and  merriment:  then, 
thou  wast  his  falconer;— looked  to  his  birds,  and  their 
Milan-bells ;  wast  a  gay  fellow,  that  could  laugh  with 
the  loudest:  then  was  I  the  master  of  the  dogs,  and  could 
chuckle  too,  and  take  my  quart  of  mulberry  without 
breathing  twice.  Now,  Becket  is  archbishop:  the  birds 
have  flown,  the  dogs  run  away.  I  doubt  if  there  be  a 
kesterel  or  a  trundle-tail  left. 

Swart.  Mo  matter;  we  have  our  offices.  I  saunter  in 
this  hall  at  least  three  hours  a  day  ;  whilst  thou,  humph  1 
it  is  thy  part  to  see  that  others  strew  it  well  with  rushes 
— a  serious  vocation  ! 

Mold.  Ah !  Swart,  Swart,  never  shall  I  forget  the 
times  that  we  spent  in  France!  Becket  was  not  ot  the 
church  then  ;  when  with  singing-boys,  hounds,  horses, 
monkeys,  birds,  knights  and  esquires,  the  procession- 
like  a  huge  golden  snake— twisted  through  the  streets  of 
Paris.  Ah  !  what  a  fine  Chancellor  was  spoilt,  when  our 
master  was  made  archbishop  ! 

Swart.  Aye  ;  we  must  now  duck  to  Saint  Becket.  He 
hath  discarded  glitter,  and  fallen  in  love  with  sack-cloth. 

Mold.  They  say,  he  mortifies  himself  past  belief;  that 
under  his  robes  he  wears  a  hair  shirt,  next  his  skin. 

Swart.  Ha!  ha!  the  piety  of  bristles ! 

Mold.  Nay,  be  not  irreverent ;  all  saints  have  done  as 
much. 

Swart.  Aye.  Yet  if  sanctitude  sprout  from  a  hair 
shirt,  I  marvel  we  do  not  canonize  the  bears.  Farewell. 

Mold.  What  business  moves  you  ? 

Swart.  The  business  of  doing  nothing  ;  a  most  weighty 
occupation. 

Mold.  Tell  me,  cannot  I  find  thee  better  work?  Say, 
wilt  thou  have  a  riddle  ? 

Swart.  Yes.  Fetch  me  the  brain  of  one  of  our  great 
men  ;  of  those  who  rise  above  the  feeble  thousands,  as  the 
palm  aspires  above  the  nettle; — fetch  me  the  brain  of 
worldly  greatness,  and  thou  and  I,  like  two  apes  on  the 
movements  of  a  watch,  will  sit  in  judgment  on  it;  look 
for  the  springs  of  true  nobility,  the  chain  of  passion  round 
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the  wheels  of  guilt ; — the  little  pins,  the  stops  of  whim 
and  interest; — look,  to  solve  the  action  of  the  instrument, 
until,  like  the  poor  pugs  with  the  dial,  despairingly  we 
cast  it  down,  owning,  that  of  all  riddles,  human  nature 
is  itself  the  greatest !  [going. 

Mold.  Stay,  1  see  that  jovial  churchman,  Walter  de 
Mapes. — Do  not  go. 

Swart.  I  like  fish,  but  not  a  deacon,  stewed  in  wine. 
His  garments  hang  upon  him  like  a  holy  text  upon  a 
drinking-flask. 

Mold.  What  haste  he  shews  ! — what  can  he  want  ? 
Swart.  He  hath  drunk  but  thrice  to-day.  [going,  R. 

Mold.  Again  I  ask,  what  go  you  to  do  ? 

Swart .  To  scratch  for  worms  for  anglers,  or  to  teach 
sparrows  to  hawk  at  butterflies.  Farewell.  [Exit,  r.  h. 

Mold.  That  fellow  can  cover  more  brain  with  the  end 
of  his  little  finger,  than  many  with  their  whole  palm 
There  is  no  handling  him  ;  touch  him  where  you  will,  and 
like  a  porcupine,  he  pierces  you.  He  keep  falcons  !  he 
is  worthy  to  bear  Jupiter's  eagle.  I  had  rather' hear  him 
growl  than  others  sing. 

Enter  Walter  de  Mapes,  l. 

Your  reverence  is  right  welcome — welcome  as  a  vintage. 

De  Mapes.  A  good  and  pious  similitude  ;  it  shews  you 
have  an  eye  for  the  bounty  of  nature. 

Mold.  And  a  mouth  to  bear  it  company. 

De  Mapes.  I  have  ridden  hard  to  see  his  grace. 

Mold.  ’  fwas  ill-luck  that  helped  you  to  your  horse. 
The  archbishop  is  at  Canterbury. 

De  Mapes.  Blessed  Saint  Agnes  !  I  come  upon  the 
affairs  of  the  church,  which  hath  been  much  scandalized 
by  one  of  his  grace’s  servants. 

Mold,  [aside.]  Now,  hath  that  fellow  Swart  been 
shewing  himself  wiser  than  his  masters  ?  One  of  his 
grace’s  servants  ? 

De  Mapes.  Aye:  Philip  de  Brois.  It  is  rumoured 
that  his  grace  hath  given  him  sanctuary. 

Mold.  What  hath  he  done  ?  your  reverence  will  par¬ 
don  me.  [aside.]  Now,  how  to  draw  the  secret?  His 
grace  is  not  expected  here  until  to-morrow,  and  his 
absence  is  most  ill-timed.  There  is  Michael  Uva,  the 
Genoese  merchant,  with  a  sample  of  the  finest  wines’,  for 
my  master’s  approval. 
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Mold01 'Not  hDe0eSsfi:cfhJpdromotronh;  hath  taken  to 
„  ‘ter  and  such  mortifying  decoctions.  What 

fhen  !' his  guests  partake  of  the  best.  He  only  judges  of 

WiDe  Mulls'  Michael  Uva  now  in  the  palace? 
winld  He  is,  your  reverence. 

DeMapes.  it  would  be  an  act  of  goodness  to  save  the 
poor  man’s  time.  I  will,  in  the  absence  of  his  grace, 

see  to  these  samples. 

Mold.  Does  your  reverence  drink  wine 
DeMapes.  Not  II  fennel- water.  But, 
bishop,  I  carry  my  judgment  in  my  eye.  Shew  me 

thM“ThaSpeedily.  Now  to  tempt  his  reverence 

to  evil,  and  gather  the  fruit  of  his  smfulnes^^  r 

SCENE  II. — A  Street  in  London. 

Enter  Fitz-urse,  De  Tracy,  and  De  Moreville,  R. 

Fite.  And  hath  the  king  thus  over-reached  himself? 

De  Tracy.  Aye,  sir ;  most  grievously  .  Twa>-  1 
vaunt  that  this  great  world  was  only  large  enough  to 
boSnd  the  majesty  of  one.  Now,  he  tods  his  handiwork 
disnuting  station  with  its  maker.  The  king  hath  raised 
up  a  glistening,  active  sprite,  endowed  it  with  venom, 
clothed  it  in  mail,  and  now  it  hovers  round  the  throne, 
and  makes  the  crown  rattle  on  the  trembling  head  that 
wears  it.  The  laurels  Henry  won  in  France  are  lud  . 
Becket  garlands  the  great  king  with  aspen.  , 

Eitz.  Rumours  of  this  met  me  m  Italy.  Yet  I  thought 
them  envy’s  eating  cankers,  that  still  are  found  within 
our  fortune’s  blossomings. 

De  More.  Becket  dares  rumour  to  her  worst ,  makes 

her  that  was  a  liar,  strict  as  truth. 

Fitz  But  Henry!  can  his  greatness,  like  a  golden  va¬ 
pour,  be  exhaled,  drunk  up  by  this  new  sun  ?— His  king¬ 
dom,  tied  up  within  the  girdle  of  a  monk  ? 

De  Tracy.  In  these  days,  when  sainthood  wars  with 
royalty,  the  cowl  extinguishes  the  _  diadein  ;  the  rood 
makes  the  strong  sword  less  than  shining  water  ;  the  war- 
proof  mail,  shrink  and  break  into  a  web,  through  w  nch 
[s  seen  the  palsied  heart  in  all  its  whiteness.  Emperors 
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sit  and  pant,  their  deep  eagle  look  blinded  by  a  weed 
plucked  in  the  Holy  Land ! 

Fitz.  A  sudden  change  ! 

De  Tracy.  In  good  truth,  Becket  is  a  mushroom  saint. 
The  spiritual  dews  had  scarcely  fallen  on  him,  ere  he 
sprouted  into  mealy  meekness;  on  the  instant,  returned 
the  chancellorship  ;  and,  like  your  true  saint,  possessing 
all  he  sought  on  earth,  began  henceforth  to  live  for  hea¬ 
ven.  Why,  you  and  I  beheld  him  when  in  France  ;  kings 
bit  their  lips  in  envy  of  his  grandeur.  Had  one  a  falcon 
beyond  a  prince’s  purse,  a  dog,  a  horse,  a  radiant  saddle¬ 
cloth,  a  stirrup,  bit, —  whose  curious  workmanship  ab¬ 
sorbed  the  artist’s  life, —  aught  that  nice  luxury  would 
pause  at,  in  Becket,  the  ambassador,  found  a  willing 
purchaser. 

Fitz.  And  hath  he  cast  away  his  former  splendid  toys? 

De  Tracy.  From  self-enjoyment.  Yet  he  maintains 
his  state  as  part  of  his  high  office.  He  himself  lives  like 
a  spider, under  a  fretted  dome,  a  worm  within  a  dusty 
drinking  cup. 

Enter  Breakspear,  l. 

Breaks.  Fitz-urse  !  welcome,  sir,  from  the  gay  South. 
Now,  tell  us,  were  the  eyes  of  Italy  the  true  armoury  of 
that  truest  bowman, — or  may  a  fellow,  as  simple  as  my¬ 
self,  be  shot  at  home,  nor  sail  the  seas,  nor  cross  the  Alps, 
to  die  a  sweeter  death  ? 

Fitz.  Walter  Breakspear !  Time  I  see,  that  teaches 
kings  repentance,  finds  you  still  a  truant  to  all  gravity. 

Breaks.  Sir,  I  have  hotly  sworn  three  times  in  the 
morning,  to  go  to  bed,  a  grave,  reformed  man.  And, 
sir,  may  the  sun  shine  not  upon  me,  if  I’d  not  have  kept 
my  oath  ;  but,  hang  the  world! — the  men  by  whom  I 
would  have  dressed  my  soul,  ere  noon  had  changed  them¬ 
selves  !  Is  it  no  excuse,  if  your  glass  be  turned  into  a 
foul  stream, — the  bright  crystal  where  you  would  be  mir¬ 
rored,  meited  into  thick  water, — that  a  cap  be  worn  some 
ten  hairs  or  so  awry,  a  scarf  hang  slovenly?  Have  you 
heard  the  news  ? 

De  Tracy.  What  are  they  ?  we  are  past  astonishment. 

Breaks.  His  highness,  the  king,  hath  given  his  throne 
to  his  grandmother,  and  hath  himself  turned  cress-ga¬ 
therer.  All  his  robes  are  cut  to  cowls  for  the  bald  monks 
of  St.  Benedict — the  snippings  for  thimble-guards  for 
tailors.  .. 
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De  Tracy.  A  riddle?  ,  ,  .  .  ,  „ 

Breaks  Hot  from  Canterbury.  A  toad  hath  asked  a 
lion  for  its  paws.  Becket,  the  good  archbishop,  claims 
the  Barony  of  Tonbridge  from  the  Earl  of  Clare. 

Fitz.  Under  what  compact  ? 

Breaks.  That  the  Conqueror,  on  his  victory,  clipped 
it  from  the  see  of  Canterbury. 

Fitz.  This  never  can  be  borne. 

Breaks.  Treason,  sir  !  It  is  the  archbishop’s  will. 
Let  his  grace  pluck  hair  enough  from  out  his  beaid  to 
make  a  halter,  and  send  it  you  that  you  may  hang  your¬ 
self, — and  you  shall  do  it. 

Be  Tracy.  If  the  king  start  not  at  this,  we  have  sworn 
allegiance  to  an  unburied  corse ;  the  regal  coat  is  but  a 
sparkling  shroud  ; — the  diadem  a  thing  for  worms  to 
breed  in. 

Fitz.  Who  comes  here  ? 

Breaks.  See  you  not  venison  in  its  paunch  ? — wine  in 
its  nose  ?  It  is  that  sleek  beaver,  Walter  de  Mapes. 

Enter  De  Mates  and  Moldwarp,  l. 

Good-morrow,  reverend  gentleman.  What  urgent  busi¬ 
ness  robs  the  souls  of  Oxford  of  your  presence  ?  Hast 
heard  the  news,  now  fresh  from  Italy  ? 

De  Mapes.  No,  indeed,  sir;  although,  even  now,  I 
parted  with  one  from  that  clime.  Any  new  miracle  ? 

Breaks.  By  my  toothpick,  a  most  new  one.  Clouds 
of  crested  rats,  with  long  leathern  wings  and  sharp- 
hooked  claws,  have  lighted  on  the  plains  of  Lombardy. 
There  is  not  a  grape-stone  left  to  choke  Anacreon,  had 
he  lived  in  this  most  barbarous  age. 

De  Mapes.  Barbarous,  indeed,  young  gentleman. 
’Tis  well  for  the  pert,  spruce  wits  of  the  time,  who  let 
grey  hairs  come  upon  them  in  their  dreams,  that  we  of 
the  church  are  ever  waking  for  them. 

Mold.  [ aside  to  De  Mapes. ]  If  this  be  true  about  the 
rats,  had  1  not  best  run  back  to  master  Uva,  and  secure 
all,  in  lieu  of  half,  his  cargo? 

De  Mapes.  Though  1  heed  not  this  kingfisher,  you 
had  best  do  so.  Tell  the  merchant  the  price  shall  be 
paid,  on  delivery  of  his  freight  at  Oxford. 

[Exit  Moldwarp,  L. 

Pray,  sir,  to  whose  sins  among  you,  does  Lombardy 
owe  this  visitation  ? 

Breaks.  To  none  of  us,  sir;  but  to  a  Greenlander, 
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who  ate  an  onion  on  a  fast-day.  Meet  me  on  this  very 
spot  at  midnight,  and  I’ll  give  you  the  man’s  name  for 
your  anathema,  [all  are  about  to  exeunt,  when  l)e  Mapes 
makes  a  sign  to  De  Tracy. ]  De  Tracy,  when  you  have  con¬ 
fessed  yourself,  you’ll  find  us  at  the  tavern. 

[Exeunt  all  but  DeTracy  and  De  Mapes,  R. 

De  Mapes.  Surely,  the  wit  of  that  gentleman  is  but 
small,  he  takes  such  pains  to  shew  it. 

De  Tracy.  Now,  good  sir  ;  why  did  you  call  me  from 
my  friends  ? 

De  Mapes .  By  the  humour  I  found  them  in,  I  maj 
conclude  my  tidings  yet  are  new.  Tell  me,  is  not  Wal¬ 
ter  Breakspear,  on  terms  of  love  with  the  daughter  of 
Sir  Thomas  Vincent  ? 

De  Tracy.  What  if  he  be? 

De  Mapes.  She  hath  fled  her  father’s  house  ! 

De  Tracy.  Fled  ! 

De  Mapes.  Philip  de  Brois,  as  it  appears,  an  unwor¬ 
thy  child  of  the  church,  was  the  young  lady’s  master. 
The  sweet  infection  of  her  society  bred  in  his  heart  un¬ 
holy  thoughts. 

De  Tracy.  The  common  ill  of  these  unhallowed  times. 
Well,  sir? 

De  Mapes.  Blushes  cover  me  whilst  I  speak.  ’Tis 
said,  by  lawless  force,  he  strove  to  abuse  the  girl. 

De  Tracy.  He  ! — well  ! — 

De  Mapes.  The  maiden — her  father  being  absent,  and 
she  mistrusting  those  of  the  household — fled. 

De  Tracy.  And  her  pious  master — hath  he  yet  bought 
poison,  or  used  his  rope  ? 

De  Moves.  He  hath  asked,  and  found  protection  from 
the  archbishop  of  Canterbury. 

De  Tracy.  I  am  glad  of  it. 

De  Mapes.  Glad  ! 

De  Tracy,  [aside.]  He  hath  lifted  the  latch,  let  in  a 
wolf  that  may  devour  him. 

De  Mapes.  This  I  impart  to  you,  that  with  good  coun¬ 
sel  you  may  restrain  the  rage  of  young  Breakspear.  All 
may  yet  be  well. 

De  Tracy.  Oh  be  sure  of  that  !  I  will  restrain  him, 
[aside.]  as  huntsmen  pull  the  red-eyed  mastiff  in,  to  let 
him  slip  with  deadlier  certainty. — Come,  sir;  we’ll  talk 
of  this.  [ Exeunt ,  r. 
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SCENE  III.—  Garden  attached  to  the  House  of  Breakspear. 

Enter  Swart,  r. 

Swart.  Henry  and  Becket,  like  two  men  who  would 
bestride  the  same  steed,  are  now  at  odds ;  the  contest, 
who  keeps  the  back  of  the  kingdom,  whilst  its  deep 
spurred  sides  run  blood.  1  am  here  upon  a  nice  errand  ; 
— the  messenger  of  Lucia  Vincent  to  Walter  Breakspear. 
If  he  prove  a  true  man,  may  he  live  to  see  the  world 
grow  wiser,  I  cannot  wish  him  greater  content. 

Enter  Breakspear,  r. 

Breaks.  Now,  good  man  ? 

Swart.  Not  so,  sir  :  I  have  not  a  penny  in  my  purse. 

Breaks.  Do  you  score  men’s  virtues  by  their  coin  ? 

Swart.  The  only  counters — the  only  true  arithmetic. 

Breaks.  Where  got  you  that  learning  ? 

Swart.  At  a  great  school,  sir,  the  world.  ’Tis  a 
hard  lesson  for  young  eyes  to  con,  yet  we  learn  it  ere  we 
wear  spectacles. 

Breaks.  A  fellow  after  my  own  humour!  Yet  what 
hast  thou  to  do  with  the  world  ? 

Swart.  Sir,  I  trust  that  with  my  betters,  I  help  to 
spoil  it.  To  my  errand.  It  was  my  fortune  to  cry  first 
beneath  the  roof  of  Sir  Thomas  Vincent. 

Breaks.  Sir  Thomas  Vincent  ! 

Swart.  He  has  a  daughter  ;  a  sweeter  thing  never 
laughed  at  a  mother’s  look.  Pretty  Lucia!  I  think  the 
better  of  these  arms  that  they  have  carried  her. 

Breaks.  Give  me  your  hand.  There  is  a  bluff  ho¬ 
nesty  in  your  bold  eye — a  freedom  in  your  lip,  that 
pleases  me.  Ceremony  is  a  scarecrow  to  awe-strike 
fools  : — you  spoke  of  Lucia  Vincent ;  they  are  words 
would  make  a  whirlwind  music. 

Swa/  .  It  is  said  you  love  the  girl  ? 

Breaks.  They  speak  most  truly  that  do  say  it. 

Swart.  Would  you  wive  her? 

Breaks.  It  is  my  deepest  wish,  my  loftiest  hope.  Why 
this  catechism  ? 

Swart.  I  have  a  brief  story — hear  it  out  in  silence. 
There  is, — (where  is  there  not?) — a  monastery,  near  the 
mansion  of  Sir  Thomas.  When  a  boy,  it  was  my  plea¬ 
sure  to  lurk  there,  mocking  the  owl,  and  tossing  my 
cap  at  the  bats  that  flitted  about  me.  From  such  sports, 
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folks  would  tell  me  1  should  gather  melancholy ; — still 
the  spot  delighted  me. — I  chose  to  look  at  the  glossy  ivy, 
rather  than  gaze  at  faces,  lit  with  lying  smiles  ; — rather  to 
hear  the  creaking  wing  of  the  raven,  than  the  laughter  of 
the  subtle  or  the  vain. 

Breaks.  A  strange  election  for  so  young  a  spirit. 

Swart.  Oh,  sir !  black  reflection,  like  vagrant  child- 
stealers,  may  sometimes  snatch  the  youngling  from  its 
toys,  teaching  callow  childhood  the  bitter  lessons  of  ma¬ 
turity.  Let  some  compute  their  lifetime  by  their  woes 
and  we  should  find  grey  hairs  speckling  the  yellow  curls 
of  babihood. 

Breaks.  But  your  story :  too  many  apothegms  in  a 
tale,  like  too  much  gold  on  an  arrow,  adorn  only  to  im¬ 
pede.  What  of  this  monastery — the  ivy — bats,  and  the 
ravens  ?  Could  you  not  bring  in  some  of  the  brother¬ 
hood  ? 

Swart.  It  is  of  one  of  them  I  am  about  to  speak.  Hear, 
— and  shew  your  raging  heart  but  in  your  fiery  eye.  It 
is,  you  know,  the  custom  of  the  monks  to  wait  on  the 
sons  and  daughters  of  our  gentry,  giving  at  their  visits 
lessons  in  music,  painting — I  know  not  whether  they 
teach  dancing, — but  certain  it  is,  they  teach  morality. 
Philip  de  Brois  was  the  tutor  of  Lucia  Vincent. 

Breaks.  This  I  knew  before,  but  felt  not  as  I  feel  now. 

Swart.  A  hooded  serpent  hissing  precepts  to  a  dove. 

Breaks.  My  blood  is  flame  !  Can  it  be  ? — 

Swart.  Fear  not !  did  1  not  ask  whether  you  would 
wed  the  girl  ? 

Breaks.  The  hideous  doubt  is  past. 

Swart.  This  Philip  had  a  character  for  piety,  and  for 
aught  we  know,  may  some  century  hence  be  sainted  in 
the  calendar.  Three  days  ago,  this  godly  tutor, — Sir 
Thomas  Vincent,  being  as  you  know  abroad,  the  mother 
of  Lucia  in  the  family  sepulchre — found  means  to  scatter 
the  household  from  their  blooming  trust, — and  then — ha  ! 
I  see  the  big  veins  twist  like  young  snakes  within  your 
brow, — your  fingers  clutch  the  air — and  your  feet  grind 
into  the  earth. — ’Tis  well  ;  your  extreme  love  is  writ  in 
your  disordered  frame ! 

Breaks.  My  heart  so  swells,  I  want  a  voice  to  curse 
with  !  Though  I  know  her  purity,  yet  the  thought  that 
she  has  respired  the  air  tainted  by  his  hot  breath — 

Swart,  It  could  not  dim  the  bright  mirror  of  her  soul. 
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The  tender  girl  rose  into  an  amazon ;  the  monk,  for  a 
moment,  fell  back,  abashed  at  the  dazzling  armor  of  her 
spirit ;  yet,  cat-like,  shrinking  but  to  pounce,  he  quick 
returned,  when  winged  by  her  shrieks,  a  domestic  flew 
to  her  succour. 

Breaks.  And  he,  the  priest  ? — 

Swart.  Sprang  with  naked  knife,  upon  the  girl’s  de¬ 
fender,  who  tore  the  weapon  from  the  churchman’s  grasp, 
and  the  monk,  like  a  balked  wolf,  slunk  howling  off. 

Breaks  Lucia? — 

Swart.  With  her  stout  preserver  quitted  home, — sought 
me  out, — and,  in  her  maiden  modesty,  sent  me  here  to 
prove  the  substance  of  your  love. 

Breaks.  Could  she  doubt  ? — haste  ! — bring  me  to  her  ! 

Swart.  Hold  ! — Sir  Thomas  is  out  of  the  land — I  love 
Lucia  Vincent — love  her  with  a  deep,  yet  undefined  love. 
Give  me  your  manly  honour,  that  ere  the  light  wanes, 
she  becomes  your  wife.  Promise, — or  she  tarries  here  no 
longer. 

Breaks.  Yourself  shall  witness  the  ceremony.  But 
Lucia  ! — here,  say  you  ? 

Sivart.  In  yonder  arbor,  like  a  fawn  ’scaped  from  the 
dogs,  she  breathes  between  hope  and  fear.  [ Breakspear 
is  going .]  Hold!  take  the  girl  from  my  hand.  [ aside. ] 
Let  my  spirit  triumph  in  the  victory  over  self. 

[goes  to  arbor  r.  H.  and  brings  forth  Lucia. 

Breaks.  Lucia!  my  own  loved  Lucia! 

Swart.  She  is  yours: — may  joys  come  quick  as  light 
upon  you!  [ Sivart  beckons  on  a.  Priest,  L. — ]  the  priest 
attends  you.  [they  retire  up  the  stage. — End  of' Act  I. 


ACT  IT. 

SCENE  I. — Interior  of  Becket' s  Palace. —  London. 

Enter  Swart  and  Mold  warp,  l. 

Mold.  But,  Swart,— hast  made  thy  fortune  ?  Hast 
money  ? 

Swart.  More  than  that — a  contempt  of  it. 

Mold.  Bold  words.  Of  all  slights  ’tis  a  contempt 
that  will  not  ’scape  unpunished.  Let  me  give  you  ad¬ 
vice,  Swart  :  a  word  our  master,  Becket,  is  not  loved 
by  the  king. 

Swart.  Avc,  the  spice  gales  from  that  Arabv,  the 
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court,  no  longer  sweeten  him;  and  the  quick-nosed  gen¬ 
try  turn  from  him,  as  pampered  hounds,  from  a  stale  dish. 
Did’st  thou  ever  see  an  oak,  girded  by  the  bark  of  some 
hundred  years  or  so,  lying  among  the  spoils  of  the  wind- 
ravaged  forest  ? 

Mold.  And  if  I  have  ? 

Swart.  When  that  oak  was  standing,  its  roots  so 
struck  in  and  twisted  round  the  earth,  as  to  defy  stiff-fin¬ 
gered  time,  you  may  have  seen  the  wild  hogs  shelter  there 
from  the  sleet  and  the  sharp  wind,  rub  their  rough  coats 
against  its  rougher  trunk,  grunt  their  pleasure  and  gape 
their  grisly  jaws,  whilst  their  flat  noses  quivered  at  the 
acorn  dropped  from  the  majestic  bough. — The  tree  is 
felled  ;  and  the  very  swine  that  lived  and  fattened  under 
its  green  roof,  now  sprawl  on  its  dishonoured  branches, 
and  with  ravenous  tooth  champ  its  decaying  beauty. 

Mold.  Though  no  hog,  I  guess  your  inference. 

Swart.  Our  master,  Becket,  will  be  that  oak — and 
for  the  swine, — oh  !  here  comes  one  of  them ! 

Enter  a  Messenger  from  the  Court,  l. 

Mes.  From  the  king  to  the  archbishop. 

[gives  letter  to  Swart,  and  exit,  L. 

Stvart.  A  few  days  since,  and  that  gilt  bulrush  would 
have  chafed  me  with  questions, — whether  his  grace  slept 
well  last  night? — on  the  right  side  or  the  left?— and  if 
the  good  archbishop  coughed  less  yesterday  than  on  Frie 
day  ? 

Mold.  Let  us  meet  again.  I  must  away  to  summon 
Philip  de  Brois  to  our  master.  He  is  coming  here. 

Swart.  Philip  de  Brofs  !  Ha  1  ha  ! 

Mold.  Why  do  you  laugh  ? 

Sivart.  I  am  merry  ;  I  am  not  long  from  a  wedding. 
I’ll  tell  thee  at  our  next  gossip.  Now,  to  take  this  piece 
of  folded  ice  to  my  falling  master.  [Exit,  k. 

Mold.  Either  L  am  a  bad  judge  of  noses  or  that  Philip 
de  Brois  wears  not  an  honest  one.  It  looks  mightily  like 
a  gallows  whereon  to  gibbet  good  reputations.  I  must 
away  and  give  him  notice  of  my  master’s  coming. 

[Exit,  L, 

En ter  Becket,  r. —  with  opened  letters. 

Becket.  Why  then,  T  knowr  my  course.  Sun  of  Rome! 
be  thou  my  torch,  to  light  me  through  this  peril  !  Cold 
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words— the  courtly  frost  that  freezes  the  red  blood  with¬ 
in  the  cheek  of  hope— are  here.  Henry  !  I  see  thy  shift¬ 
ing  policy  ;  and  with  unflinching  heart,  brave  and  con 
front  it.  What !  would  he  place  a  mitre  on  my  head,  to 
stream  a  beacon  light  of  infamy  ? — Robe  me  with  lies, 
and  make  the  holy  crook  an  adder  in  the  hand  of  sweet 
religion  ?— [reads.]  “  The  barony  of  Tonbridge  is  un¬ 
alienable.”  Is  it  so?  [reads.]  “The  disorders  of  the 
priesthood  bring  slander  on  our  government:  they  must 
be  bridled.”  A  buzzard’s  eye  may  here  behold  the  king¬ 
ly  purposes  of  Henry :  unquestioned  rule,  a  lawless 
sovereignty — his  foot  on  the  bent  neck  of  the  degraded 
church.  I  gird  me  for  the  fight !  With  heaven’s  eye  fixed 
on  my  unlocked  heart, — whether  the  contest  end  in  earth¬ 
ly  triumph,  or  give  a  chaplet  from  the  fields  of  death, 

I  here  do  vow  and  consecrate  myself  antagonist  of  Henry! 

Enter  Philip  de  Brois,  l. 

Philip ! 

Philip.  I  come  at  your  grace’s  bidding. 

Becket.  Philip,  you  have  many  enemies. 

Philip.  The  fate  that  in  these  days  attends  our  habit. 

Becket.  I  trust,  that  with  a  most  white  conscience, 
you  can  meet  each  accusation.  Lucia  Vincent,  a  creature 
full  of  beauty,  might  smile  away  the  ice  that  should  en¬ 
wrap  the  spiritual  heart.  Goodness  builds  up  slowly — 
ill  destroys  with  speed :  marble  when  we  raise — snow 
when  vre  would  pull  down.  Beware  of  beauty  ;  colours, 
spread  by  the  hand  of  sin,  as  boys  spread  lime,  to  catch 
bird-witted  thoughts; — to  glue  a  soul,  a  debtor  unto 
heaven,  to  a  red  lip,  and  prison  majestic  man  within  the 
confines  of  a  dimple. 

Philip.  Lucia  Vincent  has  the  cunning  witchcraft, 
often  linked  to  lovely  feature;  else  she  could  never  turn 
so  monstrous  a  story  to  my  dishonour,  when  with  pious 
fervour  I  sought  to  restore  her  to  the  church. 

Becket.  Be  sure  you  have  good  testimony  that  she  be 
proved  a  breaker  of  her  vows. 

Philip.  ’Tis  scarcely  three  years  since  she  wore  the 
habit  of  a  sister  within  the  convent  of  St.  Beatrice  ;  then, 
as  a  constant  soul  was  never  yet  in  frame  of  woman, 
broke  her  oath  and  fled. 

Becket.  Woman  hath  no  constancy  !  Wrong  not  her 
who  bore  me  by  such  censure.  Hear  a  short  tale  then 
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own  the  charge  untrue.  My  father  was  a  soldier  of  the 
cross,  and  fought  in  Palestine.  He  was  taken — enslaved, 
— a  hero  of  the  faith,  he  wore  his  bonds  as  garlands.  His 
master  had  one  lovely  girl ;  my  father  taught  the  young 
heretic  by  stealth  our  creed  :  she  would  weep  over  the 
Christian  prisoner,  gemming  his  clanking  fetters  with  her 
tears.  My  father  gained  his  freedom,  reached  his  home; 
the  girl  remained  amidst  the  terrors  of  the  war. — a  tender 
floweret  in  a  soldier’s  helm.  At  length,  urged  by  uneasy 
thoughts, — guided,  as  by  a  wand  of  flame,  by  her  new 
faith, — she  left  her  golden  clime,  nor  did  the  terrors  of 
the  wilderness,  or  the  billows  of  the  sea  restrain  her,  till, 
with  her  heart  brim-full  of  hope — her  Saracenic  tongue 
enriched  with  but  one  poor  word  of  English,  Gilbert, — 
my  father’s  name, — (he  had  taught  her  to  breathe  the 
syllables,  blithe  music  in  his  late  captivity) — she  found 
herself  in  London. — Yet,  how  to  find  my  father?  With 
untired  feet,  from  morn  till  darkness,  she  would  thread 
each  street  and  suburb  ;  and,  at  every  step,  as  the  dove 
broods  in  one  note  o’er  its  hopes, — so  with  her  one  word 
of  English — “  Gilbert,’’ — would  she  tell  her  story. — 
“  Gilbert !”  “  Gilbert !”  fell  from  her  lip,  as  down  a  coral 
shelve  drop  follows  drop.  A  cherub  heard  the  word  and 
bore  it  to  my  father.  Angels  sang  when  they  did  marry. 
Say  not  again  woman  hath  no  constancy  ! 

Enter  Attendant,  l. —  with  letters. 

Atten.  [giving  letter  to  Becket .]  From  the  Earl  of 
Leicester. 

Becket.  [ having  read  it.~\  What  else  ? 

Atten.  [ giving  other  letters .]  This  from  the  Bishop  of 
Chichester — this  from  John  of  Oxford. 

Becket.  [ having  opened  them.~\  So  : — more  arrows  shot 
at  the  general  mark. 

Atten.  Each  messenger  attends  an  answer — will  your 
giace  ?~ - 

Becket.  No ! — Pray  heaven  to  give  me  Christian  meek¬ 
ness. — Send  each  empty-handed  to  his  master  !  The 
archbishop  of  Canterbury  deigns  no  reply.  [ Exit  Atten - 
dant,  l.  — ]  Let  their  letters  fall  thick  as  leaves  in  au¬ 
tumn, —like  the  leaves,  thus  will  I  entertain  them. 

[  throws  letters  on  the  stage. 

Philip.  [taking  up  letters .]  I  pray  your  grace — 

Becket.  Philip!  I  see  the  rising  tempest: — though 
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now  it  shows  no  bigger  than  my  hand,  yet  do  I  prophecy 
the  whirlwind  that  is  coming. — Let  it  blow  ! — I’ll  answer 
storm  with  storm  ! — the  laurels  around  the  head  of  Henry 
shall  not  shield  it  from  the  spiritual  thunder.  Why, 
there — each  word  is  a  link  of  adamant  to  enslave  us — 
each  thought  a  dagger  at  a  consecrated  throat.  A  council 
is  to  meet  at  Clarendon, — a  knot  of  nobles,  each  with 
his  whetted  steel  to  cut  the  eagle  pinion  of  the  church, 
to  make  it  mount,  and  stoop,  and  wind  like  a  tercel  at  the 
whistle  of  the  king. 

Philip.  Do  they  bid  you  attend  the  meeting  ? 

Becket.  Aye,  they  have  laid  the  sacrifice  on  the  pol¬ 
luted  altar — they  have  bound  the  parent  with  strong 
cords — smote  her  with  blows — and  now,  send  for  the 
child  that  he  may  hear  her  gasp,  and  see  her  red  blood 
flow.  I  will  meet  these  noblemen. — I’o  our  prayers,  Phi¬ 
lip  ;  that  heaven  may  be  with  us  !  [Exeunt,  R. 

SCENE  II. — Interior  of  Breakspear' s  house . 

Enter  Walter  de  Mapes,  Breakspear,  and  Lucia. 

Be  Mapes.  Sir,  I  hate  no  man  for  his  jest ;  therefore 
love  you  not  less  that  Lombardy  be  not  rat-infested.  Be¬ 
lieve  me,  sir,  I  visit  you  in  frank  sincerity  of  heart. 
So,  fair  lady,  you  are  a  wife  ? 

Lucia.  Aye,  sir. 

De  Mapes.  I  pray,  no  rude  eclipse  may  darken  your 
honeymoon. 

Breaks.  Eclipse!  Sir,  I  would  pull  the  beard  of  fate  : 
we  are  in  the  magic  ring  of  bliss  ;  and  those  wild  apes, 
fire-eyed  lynxes,  and  creeping  lizzards — doubts  jea¬ 
lousy,  and  cares — may  leap  and  stare,  and  crawl  around, 
but  cannot  come  at  us.  If  we  last  in  the  same  humour, 
we  shall  people  the  world  with  a  new  race  of  Sinopites  : 
cooper’s  work  will  double  its  price. 

De  Mapes.  Have  you  heard  nothing  of  Philip  de  Brois  V 

Breaks.  A  plague  upon  the  rascal  !  His  name  has 
flushed  my  great  stoicism.  Despite  of  us,  our  lion 
thoughts  will  growl  at  flies. 

De  Mapes.  You  have  not  seen  him  ? 

Breaks.  No;  if  I  would,  which  way  lies  the  gibbet? 

Enter  De  Tracy,  l. 

De  Tracp.  I  am  glad  to  find  you  here:  madam,  may 
happy  days  be  yours.  [whispers  to  Breakspear. 
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Breaks.  The  caitiff!  villain!  monk  /—And  he  were 
here.  I’d  look  him  into  a  palsy. 

Lucia.  What  stirs  you  ? 

Breaks.  Nothing,  my  love ; — nothing. 

Lucia.  Nay,  it  is  not  so :  some  ill  news  hath  driven 
gladness  from  your  face  :  you  look  upon  me,  yet  do  not 
seem  to  look.  Am  I  not  your  wife  and  shall  I  not  know 
your  grief? 

Breaks.  You  are,  and  still  shall  be,  my  better  half; 
— therefore,  know  all  my  joys — my  griefs  I’ll  keep  alone! 

Lucia.  You  shall  not — I  must  know — 

Breaks.  You  shall.  The  speckled  hen  hath  given  no 
eggs  these  ten  days, — and  the  oaten  cakes  were  last  night 
burnt  in  the  oven.  Now,  love,  to  your  toilette — and 
dress  as  black  as  night. 

Lucia.  Walter, — if  it  was  not  fantasy  that  made  thee 
choose  me, — but  a  deep  and  fervent  love,  guided  by  th.v 
best  reason — 

Breaks.  Love,  guided  by  reason  ! — my  dear  Lucia, 
they  never  came  together;  for  if  they  had,  one  would 
have  devoured  the  other. 

Lucia.  Should  we  not  go  united  through  the  world  ? 
Am  I  to  sit  on  flowers,  and  hear  sweet  singing,  whilst 
thou  adventurest  through  a  thorny  maze  beset  by  snakes  ? 
If  such  a  wife  thou’dst  have,  thou  should’st  not  have 
chosen  Lucia. 

Breaks.  Brave  wench  !  Had  Ulysses  married  such  as 
thee,  he  ne’er  had  quitted  Ithaca,  but  staid  from  Troy 
and  planted  potherbs.  [ to  De  Tracy  and  De  Mapes.]  Gen¬ 
tlemen,  your  leave,  [they  retire.']  Lucia,  I  will  not  stir 
thy  innocent  blood  by  breathing  the  miscreant’s  name. 
He  hath — tremble  not,  good  girl— denounced  thee — 

Lucia.  Denounced! — denounced? — 

Breaks.  As  a  nun,  false  to  her  oaths. 

Lucia.  May  heaven  pardon  him  !  I — yes — I  forgive  him. 

Breaks.  You  once  wore  the  dress  ? 

Lucia.  Yes,  yes — what  then  ? — it  was  but  to  oblige 
the  abbess  of  the  convent,  wherein  I  was  placed  during 
the  travels  of  my  father. 

Breaks.  The  abbess  can  answer  this  ? 

Lucia.  Alas!  she  is  dead.  Your  colour  changes! 
Tell  me — all  the  danger. 

Breaks.  The  monk,  thy  accuser,  is  seconded  by  the 
archbishop. 
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Lucia.  Oh !  then  I  see,  our  Hymen  was  garlanded 
with  rosemary  ; — his  torch  lit  at  a  lamp  within  a  sepul¬ 
chre.  Walter — husband  ! — Thou  wilt  not  give  me  up? — 

Breaks.  Give  thee  up — give  thee  to  Phil  ! — to  the 
vultures  rather  ! 

Lucia.  My  dear,  dear  husband  !  Yet  Becket  is  power¬ 
ful  !  Oh  !  if  they  drag  me  to  a  convent — 

Breaks.  Be  calm  ;  they  shall  not.  We  know  not  how 
he  may  work;  yet,  with  this,  still  thy  troubled  heart : 
if  they  take  thee  to  a  convent,  it  shall  be  to  sing  a  re¬ 
quiem  over  thee.  Art  satisfied  ? 

Lucia.  Under  the  wing  of  thy  protecting  spirit,  my 
honour  fears  no  scar.  Nay,  do  not  leave  me.  Thou  wilt 
not  chide  me  for  these  fears  ? 

Breaks.  I  could  as  soon  read  thy  epitaph  with  unwet 
eyes,  as  chide  thee,  my  most  sweet  Lucia.  These  are  our 
friends,  love  ;  1  would  take  counsel  with  them. 

Lucia.  Be  not  violent.  Thy  gallant  temper  is  at  once 
my  pride  and  fear.  Walter,  by  all  thy  hopes  of  joyous 
hours — as  thou  wouldst  have  the  early  blossoms  of  our 
love  ripen  to  golden  fruit — as  thou  wouldst  have  grey 
hairs  upon  a  quiet  brow — as  thou  wouldst  have  one 
grave  for  thee  and  Lucia — turn  not  from  her  woman's 
counsel,  but  be  calm. 

[. Exeunt  Lucia  and  De  Mapes,  R. 

Breaks.  At  such  sweet  breath,  Mars  himself  would 
bend  his  spear  into  a  crook,  and  search  for  straying 
lambs. 


Enter  De  Moreville,  l. 

De  More.  Breakspear,— De  Tracy,— we  are  well  met. 
Breaks.  Now,  gentlemen,  what  say  the  fates  ?-^or 
rather,  what  says  your  will  ?  Is  it  to  be  the  crown,  or 
the  mitre?  Say,  shall  we  yet  wear  swords  by  our 
sides,  or  have  them  sharpened  to  shave  our  heads  for 
monks  ? 

De  Tracy.  What  do  you  propose  ? 

Breaks.  More  news ! 

Enter  Swart,  l. 

Though  your  words  be  hot  led,  spare  not  our  ears. 

Swart.  Walter  Breakspear,  you  are  commanded  to 
bring  your  young  wife  before  the  archbishop. 

Breaks.  For  what  purpose  ? 
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To  return  Lucia  V  incent  to  the  bosom  of  the 


S  wart. 
church. 

wiflTn*  To  a  charnel-house,  if  it  be  his  grace’s  plea¬ 
sure.  ]  Be  Tracy  and  Be  Moreville  retire .]  Let  me  look 
upon  your  face. 

nfSZartm  the  same  as  yesterday  ?  If  it  be,  I  am  out 
ot  the  fashion. 

Breaks  I  shall  be  obedient.  I  will  bring  Lucia  Vin- 
cenr,  and,  at  his  grace’s  commands,  yield  her  to  the 
church,  to  be  conducted  thither  by  the  hand  of  Philip 
De  Brois.  I  say,  I  shall  do  this. 

SwarL  Thou  art  a  brave  fellow- therefore,  thou  liest: 
thou  wilt  not. 

Breaks.  I  take  the  lie,  as  I  would  wear  a  bad^e  of 
honor.  Art  sent  by  the  archbishop  ? 

Swart.  No ;  I  come,  sped  by  my  own  wit,  to  give 
you  time  lest  your  sword  want  furbishing.  My  errand 
done,  I  will  return.  3 

Breaks.  Good  Swart,  on  you  we  must  depend  for 
early  tidings.  r 

Swart.  I  am  the  archbishop’s  servant — eat  his  bread _ 

wear  his  clothes— what  then?  he  keeps  me  in  idleness, 
so  I  11  turn  spy.  ’Tis  not  the  highest  calling :  but,  like 
great  rogues.  I’ll  shift  my  vices  on  the  times,  and 
blame  my  fate  that  I  was  not  born  in  a  more  virtuous  age 
\_  Break  spear  takes  a  ring  from  his  finger  and  of ers  it  to 
Swart.]  Sir,  though  1  will  be  your  watch-dog,  I  will 
not  wear  your  collar.  [Exit,  l. 

Breaks.  What  a  noble  honesty  breathes  from  the  fel- 
ow.  Come,  gentlemen,  let  us  in  and  debate  our  means, 
this  is  not  my  cause  alone,  but  the  cause  of  all.  If  we 
wou.d  keep  our  wives  from  the  hot  grasp  of  priestcraft— 
our  firesides  unpolluted — have  not  our  gravestones  for 
grinning  mockery  to  cut  antlers  in — we  must  be  bold, 
unflinching:  if  we  pause,  we  fall;  whilst  bare-footed 
hypocrisy,  anthems  on  its  lip,  and  lust  in  its  heart,  walks 
mockingly  above  us.  [ Exeunt ,  r. 

SCENE  III. — The  Banquetting-room  in  Bechet’s  Palace. 

Preparations  for  Banquet. 

Enter  Moldwaup  and  Philip  de  Brois,  l. 

Mold.  Nay,  be  sure,  his  grace  is  busy  ;  and  in  truth 
1  have  my  work  to  do.  The  archbishop  is  now  at  his 
prayers,  and  I  must  go  and  talk  with  the  cook. 
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Be  Brois.  You  have  a  comrade,  named  Swart  ? 

Mold.  Aye,  sir. 

Be  Brois.  I  do  not  like  his  looks. 

Mold.  ’Tis  pity  he  was  not  born  blind. 

Be  Brois.  He  affects  a  careless  honesty,  to  cover  his 

d e°Mold .  The  mode,  sir :  vrhere  is  much  roguery,  [look¬ 
ing  at  Philip’s  gown.]  the  greater  need  of  a  wide  gar- 

Be  Brois.  He  deals  in  sentences— short  and  venernous. 

Mold.  With  a  sting  at  either  end,  like  a  scorpion  . 
The  same  man,  sir.  Has  he  bitten  you  of  late  ?  Your 
forgiveness  :  he  bites  but  the  subtle  and  the  knavish. 

Be  Brois.  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Mold.  Gone  to  catch  skylarks  to  make  out  our  ban¬ 
quet.  His  grace  gives  to-day  a  dinner  to  many  noble 
lords  and  pious  churchmen.  The  table  will  be  cunous  y 
laid.  There  will  be,  so  to  say  it,  a  moral  in  each  platter :  a 
lapwing*,  smeared  with  its  own  brains,  will  confron  jour 
politician  ;  whilst  for  the  brotherhood,  oh  !  sir,  we  have 
made  silent  more  than  three  rookeries.  [ Exit ,  h. 

Be  Brois.  This  vulgar  railing  at  our  order  marks  the 
temper  of  the  times.  Either  the  coming  struggle  yields 
stronger  sovereignty,  or  sees  us  vanquised :  the  contes 
will  be  strong — the  better :  amidst  its  violence,  my 
plans  on  Lucia- . - 


Enter  Swart,  l. 

Swart,  I  would  some  words  with  thee.  Canst  tell  me  ?— 
Swart.  Canst  tell  me  where  the  archbishop  keeps  his 
plate  ? 

Be  Brois.  What  ! 

Sv>art.  His  coin,  his  jewels  :  the  greater  worth  in  the 
less  space  the  better.  Something  that  would  be  a  for¬ 
tune,  yet  be  held  in  a  pocket? 

De  Brois.  Hast  thou  no  care  for  thyself  to  speak  thus 

rudely  ? 

Swart.  It  is  my  self-love  that  prates.  They  say  the 
archbishop  is  sliding  down  the  slimy  bank  of  fortune : 
his  mitre,  that  was  a  star,  will  now  become  a  glow¬ 
worm  ;  and,  if  it  shine  at  all,  must  shine  upon  the  earth. 
Well!  great  men,  whose  heads,  in  their  judgment,  al¬ 
most  knock  against  the  heavens,  have  picked  his  grace’s 


THOMAS  A  BECKET. 


SCENE  III.] 


27 


confidence  of  titles,  lands  and  feasts — may  not  I  steal 
something,  when  all  beside  have  crooked  their  finger? 

Be  Brois.  Swart,  thou  knowest  Walter  Breakspear  ? 

Swart.  He  hath  a  brown  beard  and  a  grey  eye. 

Be  Brois.  Thou  knowest  me  too  ? 

Sivart.  I  have  seen  thee. 

Be  Brois.  Thou  knewest  me  when  thou  wert  in  the 
service  of  Sir  Thomas  Vincent.  Dost  thou  not  remem- 
ber  the  monastery  of  St.  Benedict  ? 

Swart.  Well.  The  monks  had  a  blood-hound  that 
would  steal  out  o’  nights  and  worry  the  sheep.  It  once 
killed  a  farmer:  what  then?  ’twas  a  just  death  :  he  had 
sown  his  wheat  without  bringing  it  to  the  brothers  for 

blessing. 

Be  Brois.  Thou  knowest  Lucia  Vincent  ? 

Swart.  Dost  thou  dine  with  the  archbishop  to-day  ? 
If  so,  touch  not  the  doves.  Our  cook,  ’tis  said,  deals  in 
magic.  The  doves  are  dressed  for  the  palates  of  lay- 
lords,  and  will  prosper  them ; — yet,  so  cunning  is  onr 
kitchen-artificer,  that  if  they  be  touched  by  a  monk— a 
Benedictine  monk— the  dove  will  turn  to  a  halter. 

Be  Brois.  What  meanest  thou  ? 

Swart.  If  (I  do  not  say  he  will)  Walter  Breakspear 
dine  with  his  grace,  touch  not  the  dove  designed  for  his 
platter. 

Be  Brois.  Sirrah !  what  dost  thou  mean  ?  Why  dost 
thine  eye  flash,  as  though,  and  thou  darest,  thou  wouldst 
devour  me  ? 

Swart.  Devour  thee  !  I  am  no  stork— I  eat  not  ser¬ 
pents.  The  Archbishop.—  [Exit,  l. 


Enter  Becket,  r. 

Becket.  How,  Philip  !  you  look  disquieted.  What ! 
are  none  of  my  noble  visitors  yet  assembled  ? 

Be  Brois.  I  learn,  your  grace,  that  many  have  sent 
messages  to  excuse  their  coming. 

Becket.  Philip!  I  will  to  an  ant’s  nest  and  ponder  on 
the  creeping  insects  working  beneath  me.  Heaven  save 
me,  1  am  tired  of  man.  What!  I  have  been  as  libera]  as 
Nile,  fattening  the  lean  banks  on  which  I  flowed  ; — now, 
my  tide  is  falling,  and  not  one  will  leave  the  golden 
harvest  1  have  yielded  him— but  stands,  rich  amid  hi" 
yellow  corn,  nor  steps  to  throw  one  flower  on  my  re¬ 
ceding  wave.  I  was  the  sun-beam  in  which  a  thousand 
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flies  did  sport — the  sky  is  overcast,  and  where  is  now  the 
humming  swarm  ?  Worldly  greatness  !  ’Tis  the  silken 
semblance  of  a  giant,  blown  out  with  wind:  but  prick 
the  shining  covering,  silently  colossus  shrinks  into  a 
pigmy,  and  the  vile  herd  that  shook  and  bowed  before 
the  monster,  now  use  his  shrunk  skin  to  carpet  their 
ungrateful  feet. 


Enter  Moldwarp,  l. 

Now,  sirrah  ! 

Mold.  Your  grace,  ’tis  long  past  the  dinner  hour — all 
is  prepared. 

Becket.  All  prepared  !  Where  are  the  guests  ?  Fifty 
English  noblemen  at  least  should  grace  these  seats — 
where  are  they? — Philip!  my  fancy  sees  above  each 
empty  stool,  a  vapour — such  as  the  hot  sun  sucks  from 
the  humid  marsh — taking  the  fantastic  shape  of  man ; 
and  there,  to  my  mind,  hovers  the  steaming  lie, — 
rising  and  twisting,  and  gleaming  in  the  exhaling  light. 
Oh !  1  have  been  smiled  upon  by  vapours, — flattered, 
bent  to  by  foul  mists.  None  come  yet  ? — Philip,  Pll 
have  this  banquet-room  cut  off  from  the  palace,  as 
I  would  cut  away  an  ulcer  which  did  breed  a  foul  disease 
— I’ll  spread  yon  table  with  uncoffined  bones— -and 
there,  behind  each  stool,  I’ll  have  a  yew  tree  planted  to 
canopy  a  midnight  ghost. 

Enter  three  Guests,  l. 

Oh,  gentlemen !  even  now  I  feared  the  meat  would  spoil. 

Enter  three  more  Guests,  l. 

Kind  sirs  !  the  cook  and  butler  owe  you  much — I  thought 
they  had  offended  you. 

Enter  Messenger,  l. 

Another  !  Why  then,  off  with  the  covers  !  Come,  sir,  ’tis 
but  an  hour  past  the  time— we  shall  feed  yet. 

Mes.  Your  grace  mistakes  my  mission. 

Becket.  Is  it  not  to  dine  with  us  ? 

Mes.  My  orders  from  the  king  are — 

Becket.  Stay  : — now,  sir. 

Mes.  That  with  all  convenient  speed  you  do  deliver 
up  the  young  prince  Henry. 

Becket.  My  royal  pupil  !  I  love  the  child— he  hath 
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grown  like  a  young  palm  under  mine  eye.  The  king 
shall  be  obeyed.  [Exit  Messenger,  L.  —  The  Guests  have 
gathered  around  Becket.]  Gentlemen,  I  do  seem  as  poets 
feign  the  form  of  winter,  hung  about  with  icicles.  Your 
looks  are  most  cold.  Come, — to  dinner. 

Guest.  Your  grace  is  moved  with  the  news  from 
court — we  should  intrude. 

2d  Guest.  Allow  us  to  depart,  your  grace. 

3rd  Guest.  The  king’s  commands  have  made  you  un¬ 
fit  for  company. 

Becket.  Is  it  so  ?  [to  Moldtoarp. ]  Come  hither,  [whis¬ 
pers  him.]  Be  quick.  [Exit  Moldwarp,  L.—  The  Guests 
are  about  to  follow.]  Nay,  gentlemen  ;  yet  stay  awhile, 
[as/de.]  I’ll  probe  their  arrogance.  [Other  Guests  come  in, 
and  after  whispering  ivith  those  on  the  stage,  are  stealing  off.  ] 
What  !  new  guests  and  away  ere  one  dish  be  uncovered  ? 
I  pray  you,  gentlemen,  stay  :  I  have  some  friends,  most 
choice,  dear  friends,  with  whom  I  wish  you  to  be  well 
acquainted.  They  are  most  excellent  men— most  worthy 
preachers ;  there  is  an  argument  against  pride  in  their 
every  feature— a  moral  in  their  every  patch. — Ha !  they 
are  here — receive  and  cherish  them. 

Enter  Moldwarp,  with  many  Beggars ,  some  blind  and 

lame,  L. 

Each  embrace  a  hungry  wretch,  and  take  him  for  his 
brother  !  Each  help  the  lame  to  his  seat — each  the  eye¬ 
less  to  his  viands. — Come  !  thou  old,  blind,  grey-haired, 
wretched  man,— apt  image  of  myself,  who  feasted 
knaves  and  fools,  yet  saw  them  not— sit  there  !  [places 
Beggar  in  chair  of  state.]  Gentlemen,  to  your  seats,  [the 
Guests  steal  off,  l.  h.]  What,  gone  ! — My  blessing  on  the 
feast — fall  to  ! 

[  The  Beggars  sit  at  the  table.  Becket  standing  in  the 
front  of  the  stage. — End  of  Act  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. —  The  Palace  of  Clarendon.  The  council  dis¬ 
covered.  Henry  on  his  throne.  Earls  of  Leicester  and 
Cornwall.  Richard  de  Hastings  ( Grand  Prior  of  the 
Templars .)  The  Archbishop  of  York.  Bishops  of 
Chichester,  Worcester,  Lincoln,  Exeter,  Winchester, 
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Salisbury ,  fyc.  John  of  Oxford  presiding.  Fitz-Urse, 

He  Tracy ,  Brito,  Jje  Moreville,  §c. 

John  of  Ox.  The  council  stays  for  his  grace  of  Can¬ 
terbury. 

Henry.  A  pious  measure  of  the  good  archbishop,  to 
teach  us  patient  thoughts. 

Voice  without.  Way  there  for  the  prince  and  the 
archbishop. 

Enter  Becket  with  Prince  Henry,  l. 

Henry.  We  have  waited  for  your  grace. 

Becket.  I  crave  the  pardon  of  your  highness,  and  of 
this  reverend  and  noble  council.  Let  this  [shewing  the 
Prince .]  be  my  excuse.  [Henry  comes  down. Men  part 
not  on  the  instant  with  a  jewel  that  they  prize,  but  take 
some  brief  delay  to  look  a  farewell  to  its  lustre.  Your 
highness,  for  that  you  thought  me  fitting  for  the  toils  of 
state,  to  hear  and  labour  for  your  dearest  hopes, — that 
you  charged  me  with  so  large  a  share  of  honour,  that 
envy  bristled  at  its  greatness — a  fervent  thankfulness 
still  rises  from  my  heart.  Yet  all  your  gifts — and  they 
have  been  many,  and  most  dear  ones — were  as  the  sand 
compared  to  that  most  precious  trust,  the  unfolding  soul 
of  this  our  nation’s  hope. — A  father’s  love  hath  stolen 
into  my  breast!  I  have,  in  that  abstraction  of  the  mind, 
when  tender  thoughts  come  like  sweet  music  on  us,  and 
the  human  brain  sings  with  a  seraph’s  harmony, — I  have 
gazed  upon  the  boy  — gazed  with  a  father’s  eye  — pressed 
his  white  brow,  and  looked  upon  his  blooming  cheek,  till 
tears  pricked  out  my  sight.  Your  highness  requires  the 
young  prince  from  my  hands.  1  return  my  charge,  [passes- 
Prince  over  to  Henry  f  If,  with  traitorous  purpose,  I  have, 
by  word  or  act,  taught  him  a  thought  unworthy  of  his 
princely  station  or  his  manly  nature — may  the  bright, 
symbol  of  my  function  crumble  into  burning  ashes  on 
my  head — my  robes  be  instinct  with  eating  venom  !  May 
his  life  be  soft  and  even  as  a  shepherd’s  melody  :  when 
white  hairs  come  upon  him,  may  he  be  like  those  heights, 
whose  tops  are  crowned  with  snow,  whose  breasts  are 
belted  with  a  living  verdure; — and  when  he  dies,  may 
the  memory  of  him  be  in  the  minds  of  men  as  a  monu¬ 
ment  of  crystal  twined  with  amaranth.  To  the  busi¬ 
ness  of  the  council.  [Henry  resumes  his  seat. 

Henry.  My  lords,  you  arc  this  day  assembled  to  con- 
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sider  the  fitness  of  restraining  evils  which  bring  our  au¬ 
thority  into  contempt,  and  are  fraught  with  danger  to 
ie  general  good.  My  lord  archbishop,  first  we  call 
upon  you  to  surrender  into  our  hands  the  person  of 
rlniip  de  Brois.  Your  grace  hears  us  ? 

marT^'  ^°Ur  highness»  Philip  de  Brois  is  a  church- 
Henry,  Is  he  not  our  subject? 

Becket.  He  hath  surrendered  himself  into  my  keep- 
a'frap  ?11  ^  ^  ungTacious  Pastor,  turn  my  fold  into 

Aye’  if  wolves,  instead  of  lambs,  run  into'it. 
i  ms  ^fillip  is  a  most  perjured  villain. 

Gran^  wh,ich  1  do  not>  that  he  be— the  church 
hath  rods  for  such  as  disobey  her. 

Henry .  She  hath ;  but  how  doth  she  use  them  ?  Marry 
her  rods  are  of  iron  to  such  as,  wearing  not  her  livery’ 
offend— 1°  those  of  her  household,  they  are  of  lavender 
and  spikenard.  My  lord  archbishop,  am  I,  or  art  thou 
sovereign  of  England? 

Becket.  May  heaven,  which  placed  the  kingly  circle 
on  your  brow,  long  keep  it  there,  endowing  you  with 
lawful  sway.  The  ocean  and  the  earth  fight  not  for 
supremacy;  each  hath  its  appointed  boundary. 

Henry.  We  sit  not  here  to  untie  knotted  riddles  A  m 
I,  or  art  thou  king  ? 

Becket.  Thou  art  the  king- 1  am  the  archbishop. 
Henry.  Indeed.  My  lords,  it  is  not  our  desire  to  re- 
stram  the  power  of  the  church  when  she  would  chastise 
her  children— yet  we  demand  that  such  offenders  be  given 
into  our  hands  for  punishment,  if  sinning  against  the 
public  safety.  Is  not  our  offer  fair  ? 

Becket.  Truth  dealeth  not  in  sinuous  periods  Let 
one  word  be  her  answer — no  ! 

Henry.  My  lords,  you  of  the  church,  say,  shall  I  hold 
you  for  my  friends,  or  cast  you  off  as  cankers  to  the  state  ? 
My  lord  archbishop,  will  you  not  obey  the  ancient  cus¬ 
toms  of  this  realm  ? 

Becket.  I  will  observe  them,  saving  my  order. 

Henry.  The  archbishop  hath  spoken,  yet  he  is  but  one. 
Becket.  The  archbishop  hath  spoken  with  twenty 
tongues.  My  brethren,  [to  the  Bishops.]  hath  he  not  ? 

Henry.  My  lord,  they  tell  me  you  are  a  man  of  sanc  ¬ 
tity— of  strict  observance  of  your  word.  1  claim  the 
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fulfilment  of  that  word,  given  at  our  palace  at  Wood- 
stock.  Did  you  not  there  avow  obedience  to  our 

'V%ecket.  [producing  a  copy  of  the  constitutions .]  I  did 
not  see  the  danger  to  our  church  that  now  stares  out. 
What  is  here  ?  a  hundred  subtle  points  and  shifts  to  crip- 
pie  and  debase  our  order— to  leave  us  but  the  painted 
outside  of  authority— yielding  up  to  kingly  sway,  a 
duty  that  we  owe  to  heaven, 

Henry.  Think  again:  your  king,  archbishop,  coun¬ 
sels  for  your  safety.  .  .  ,  , 

Becket.  I  see  no  peril :  my  conscience  be  my  slueia 

of  diamond.  -  .. 

Henry .  That  shield  may  be.worn  as  a  badge  ot  exile. 

Becket.  Your  highness,  the  sun  shines  out  of  England. 
Henry.  Down  my  blood  ! — Proud  priest,  beware  . 
The  words  of  kings  are  terrible — twenty  deaths — 

Becket.  Ten  thousand  may  glare  upon  the  constant 
mind,  whose  hopes  bloom  not  beneath  an  earthly  crown, 
but  blossom  there. 

Henry.  If  I  endure  this,  take  my  banner,  and  be 
painted  there  a  spaniel.  Archbishop, — the  fulfilment  of 
your  word  as  you  lay  value  on  your  soul.  Again  1  say 
beware ! 


[ The  door  of  an  adjoining  chamber  is  thrown  open,  and 
discovers  a  body  of  armed  knights  with  di  awn  swoi  ds . 
The  Bishops  rise  and  gather  round  Becket. 

Bishop  of  Chi.  My  lord,  as  you  would  spare  Chris¬ 
tian  blood,  dare  not  the  king.  Sign  the  paper. 

Becket.  My  lord  of  Chichester,— were  an  angel  to 
present  the  deed  I  would  not  sign  it. 

Bishop  of  Lin.  This  is  rashness,  not  piety ! — Do  you 
not  see  on  either  side - 

Becket.  I  see,  on  one  hand,  a  flight  of  timorous  birds 
huddling  together,  fluttering  their  wings  and  sobbing 
out  their  fears— on  the  other,  vultures  clutching  their 
talons  and  straining  at  their  cords.  Let  them  swoop,  I 
care  not. 

Bishop  of  Win.  My  lord,  relent — lest  a  sudden  death — 

Becket.  Thou  mean’st  a  glorious  life.  Let  death  put 
forth  its  ashy  hand,  and  thus  I’d  circle  it.  These  men 
may  kill  me,'  but  my  dying  eye  will  see  reflected  in  my 
layer’s  shield  an  unabashed,  unshrinking  countenance. 
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Henry,  My  lords  of  Leicester  and  of  Cornwall,  is 
yon  proud  man  to  master  us? 

Richard  dt  Hastings,  [with  another  Knight  Templar , 
kneeling  to  Bec/cet.]  My  lord — 

Becket.  You  too  against  me,  Richard  !  and  you — 

Rich.  As  you  have  tender  thoughts,  tempt  not  the 
king  to  a  blind  vengeance  ! 

Becket.  Fear  not  for  them,  Richard!  [pointing  to 
the  Bishops. ]  The  willow  bows  its  pithy  branches  to  the 
blast,  and  rises  when  ’tis  over.  I  bend  not :  but,  if  it 
must  be,  fall  ! 

Rich.  I  homas,  by  our  days  of  friendship — by  the 
one  heart  we  have  had  between  us,  appease  the  king  ! 
He  hath  thoughts  of  blood.  Your  word  may  draw  a 
hundred  swords  upon  the  heads  of  grey-haired  men — 

Becket.  Traitors! 

Rich.  Be  it  so — they  have  human  souls.  The  more 
unfit  they  are  to  descend  into  their  graves,  the  greater 
is  your  charge  to  give  them  time  for  penitence.  You  love 
not  heaven,  if  you  would  rob  it  of  a  tenant. 

Becket.  Where  is  the  deed? 

Henry.  We  sit  here,  like  an  antique  image,  carved  in 
a  chair  of  state.  My  lord  of  Leicester,  what  says  the 
archbishop  ? 

Rich.  Your  highness,  he  doth  consent. 

Henry.  We  have  not  heard  him  say  as  much. 

Becket.  Marvel  not,  great  king,  that  the  tongue  may 
falter  to  declare,  what  the  weakness  of  the  heart  doth 
purpose.  Not  for  my  myself  I  promise  ;  but  for  the  sake 
of  those  whose  very  trembling  hath  thrown  their  robes 
into  disorder.  I  looked  for  hearts  of  rock,  and  I  find 
them  hollow  as  the  bones  of  sparrows  ! 

John  of  Ox.  My  lord  archbishop,— do  you,  without 
reservation,  promise  to  obey  the  ancient  customs,  herein 
written,  of  these  realms  ? 

Becket.  Ye  spiritual  lords,  mark  well  my  answer' 

I  do. 

John  of  Ox.  [giving  paper  to  Becket .]  Your  grace’s 
signature  and  seal. 

Becket.  What  are  these  !  The  names  and  seals  of  all 
my  reverend  brethren  ?  Not  one — notone  is  wanting. 

T  cannot  sign  now.  T  pray  you,  give  me  till  to-morrow. 

Henry.  Some  priestly  subterfuge. 

Becket.  Your  highness,  have  J  not  promised? — Can  a 
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few  black  lines  bring  further  obligation  on  a  candid  soul  . 
Doth  the  mind  own  no  compulsion  if  it  read  it  not  m 
ink  ?  Differently  do  we  see  a  sacred  pledge!  It  is  within 
us  and  around  us  ;-we  read  it  in  the  glorious  sun— in 
the  wide  circle  of  the  yellow  moon— in  each  shining 
star— in  the  small  field-flower  that’s  trodden  under  foot: 

_ t.[ie  birds  chirp  it  from  the  trees — and  the  subtle  air 

doth  vibrate  with  it.  Nature  hath  too  many  remem¬ 
brancers,  for  man  to  break  his  oath  and  dream  not  of  the 
oerjury.  I  will  sign  to-morrow. 

John  of  Ox.  [the  King  having  bowed  assent  to  Becket.] 

The  council  is  dissolved. 


Enter  Breakspear,  r. 

Breaks.  Hold!  Your  highness,  pardon  my  hasty 
speech — it  is  for  justice.  [Becket  is  about  to  go.]  My  loin 
archbishop,  do  not  yet  depart. 

Becket.  The  reason,  sir  ? 

Breaks.  You  have  done  me  injury.  Fret  not  at  my 
boldness:  I  do  not,  like  some,  with  folded  arms  and 
haggard  eye,  mutter  my  complainings  to  the  empty 
wind, — I  seek  no  cavern — plunge  into  no  wood  startling 
its  dappled  tenants  with  my  groans; — but  here,  before  the 
majesty  of  England,  girt  with  English  noblemen,  I  do 
pronounce  and  publish  thee  my  wronger  ! 

Becket.  A  fit  time  hast  thou  chosen.  The  small  in¬ 
sect  that  had  perished  in  the  flame  of  the  strong  lion’s 
eye,  wheels  fearlessly  its  gilded  film  before  the  expiring 
orb.  The  lion  sick,  and  mark,  how  lizzards,  that  had 
once  been  trodden  into  paste,  crawl  above  its  nerveless 
paws.  Beware,  young  man  ! — the  lion  dies  not  yet  ! 

Henry.  Of  what  do  you  complain  ? 

Breaks.  Your  highness,  it  was  my  happy  fate  to  gain 
the  love  of  Lucia,  daughter  of  Sir  Thomas  Vincent. 
Philip  de  Brois,  a  Benedictine  monk — 

Henry.  We  have  heard  of  this.  Yet,  proceed. 

Breaks.  Was  the  maiden’s  tutor.  This  Philip— a 
moment,  your  highness — this  priest — at  his  name  in¬ 
stinctively  these  fingers  clutch  my  sword — would 
have  dropped  the  burning  poison  of  a  lustful  heart  on 
the  meek  spirit  of  his  trusting  scholar.  Heaven  was  on 
the  maiden’s  side — the  villain  fled;  and,  fleeing,  found 
an  asylum  with  his  grace.  Balked  vengeance  halt- 
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ed  at  the  archbishop’s  gate,  where  justice  still  is  wont 
to  sheathe  her  sword  and  cast  away  her  balance. 

Becket.  Passion  is  hydra-tongued  and  gabbles  truth 
with  falsehood  ! 

Breaks.  By  my  hopes  of  heaven — my  honour  as  a  sol¬ 
dier — my  word  as  an  English  gentleman — I  speak  the 
truth. 

Henry.  Where  is  this  Philip  ? 

Becket.  Without,  among  my  train.  Your  kingly 
promise  that  he  suffer  no  restraint,  and  he  shall  appear. 

[King  bows  assent,  and  Becket  sends  out  a  Messenger,  L.  H. 

Breaks.  I  have  my  witness — if,  at  whose  eye,  the  cul¬ 
prit  do  not  tremble  like  an  arrow  newly  shot— the 
priestly  vestment,  like  Alcides’  shirt,  doth  eat  the  heart 
away. 

Voice  without.  Room  for  Philip  de  Brois, 

Enter  Philip  de  Brois,  l. 

Breaks.  Thou  mental  darkness,  [bringing  on  Lucia 
from  R. —  ]  blush  at  the  fair-faced  morn  !  Ha  !  thou  hast 
but  one  drop  of  human  blood,  and  there,  ’tis  burning, 
like  the  accursed  mark,  within  thy  brow  ! 

Henry.  Philip  de  Brois,  you  know  wherewith  you  are 
charged.  Ourself  will  here  give  judgment. 

Becket.  Your  highness,  albeit  I  suffer  the  presence  of 
Philip  in  your  court,  yet  do  I  not  acknowledge  your 
right  of  condemnation. 

Henry.  By  heaven  ! — Speak,  fellow- - 

Becket.  Philip,  speak  not. 

Henry.  What!  are  we  mocked? 

Becket.  Philip,  retire.  [King  me*.]  Your  honour¬ 
able  word  is  passed.  [Exit  Philip,  L. 

Breaks.  Your  highness,  let  my  wife  be  heard. 

Becket.  Thy  wife ! 

Breaks.  Aye,  heaven  hath  registered  our  vows. 

Becket.  Heaven  rejects  them.  The  girl  is  wedded  to 
the  church.  Walter  Breakspear,  renounce  the  woman’s 
hand.  [Breakspear  folds  Lucia  in  his  arms.^\  I  say,  re¬ 
nounce  her  !  or  I  here  do  excommunicate - 

Henry.  My  lord  archbishop,  you  do  exceed  your 
power. 

Becket.  Lucia  Vincent  belongeth  to  the  church— -to 
that  she  hath  made  her  vows  :  my  malison  be  on — 

Henry.  Hold  !  we  have  said  we  will  decide  this  cause. 
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Becket.  King  i  it  is  not  for  thy  judgment. 

Henry.  Thy  promise,  archbishop— 

Becket.  Binds  me  not  in  this.  Walter  Breakspear, 
hold  not  Lucia  Vincent — she  is  sacred  to  the  church! 
Lucia  Vincent,  fly  from  the  man — there  is  perdition  in 
his  touch.  Thou  heedless,  wretched,  perjured  woman, 
hear  my  voice  !  If  thou  remainest  a  traitress  to  thy  oaths, 
be  with  thy  partner  outcast  from  all  spiritual  hope — be 
thou  with  him  excommunicated  and  accursed :  thy  nup¬ 
tial  bed  is  sown  with  maledictions  :  if  thou  hast  children, 
horror  be  their  heritage  —  heaven  surrounds  thee  and 
thine  with  its  anathema !— Lucia  Vincent,  hear  my  voice! 
repent,  repent,  and  save  thyself !  [Exit,  L. 

Henry.  Call  him  back  !  [exit  Messenger,  L.- —  J — My 
lord  of  Leicester,  instantly  summon  the  archbishop  back. 
[to  John  of  Oxford .]  You  know  my  will.  A  line  of 
battle  is  drawn  between  us  and  this  prelate,  and  every 
weapon  shall  be  grasped  to  fight  him.  Walter  Break¬ 
spear,  fear  not  for  your  young  wife — the  king  will  stand 
before  you. 

Breaks,  [who  still  holds  Lucia  in  his  arms.]  Lucia  ! 

Lucia.  Husband! 

Breaks.  Still  trembling,  and  the  dragon  gone  ? 

Lucia.  Oh,  what  frightful  words  !  Walter,  sure  thou 
didst  not  hear  them,  thou  art  so  calm. 

Breaks.  I  have  heard  wolves  howl — seen  wild  cats 
tear  each  other,  yet  started  not.  Why  should  1  flinch 
when  wild  men,  with  unchristian  words,  assail  me  ? 
Lucia,  come,  let  us  home,  wench;  and  for  sport,  count, 
if  we  can,  the  curses  of  the  good  archbishop.  When 
holiness  prates  like  a  shrew,  why  like  a  shrew  let’s  enter¬ 
tain  her.  [Exeunt,  R. 

Henry.  Yet  he  comes  not  ! — Ye  spiritual  lords,  mark 
well  the  boldness  of  this  man. 

Enter  De  Morevtlle,  l. 

De  M.  Your  highness,  the  archbishop — crowds  of 
clamorous  people  beset  the  palace. 

Re-enter  Becket,  bearing  the  silver  cross,  L. 

Bishop  of  Hert.  [meets  Becket,  and  offers  to  take  the 
cross.]  Your  grace,  let  me  bear  this,  as  most  becoming — 

Becket.  No  ;  this  is  now  vny  only  safe-guard,  and  my 
only  hope. 
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York.  Come  you  in  defiance  of  the  king? — Consider, 
he  hath  weapons  of  a  keener  edge  than  thine. 

Becket.  Let  him  unslieath  them  !  His  can  but  kill  the 
body,  mine  can  slay  the  soul. 

John  of  Ox.  The  king  desires  to  relieve  your  grace 
of  those  castles — 

Becket.  They  are  his. 

John  of  Ox.  The  king  further  demands  instant  pay¬ 
ment  of  five  hundred  pounds,  rents  received  by  you  as 
warder  of  Eye  and  Berkhemstead — five  hundred  pounds 
received  before  the  walls  of  Toulouse,  with  other  monies 
passed  into  your  grace’s  hands  when  chancellor ;  in  all  a 
balance  due  to  the  crown  of  four  and  fifty  thousand 
marks. 

Becket.  Four-and-fifty  thousand  marks— a  debtor  to 
the  crown  !  All  men  know,  that,  when  it  pleased  the  king 
to  set  me  up,  as  it  should  seem  in  sport,  archbishop,  I 
was  given  to  the  church  free  and  discharged  from  all 
bonds. 

Rich.  [ aside  to  Becket .]  Hear  me,  and  be  patient. 

Becket.  As  saints. 

Rich.  The  king  is  set  against  you — I  fear  a  hundred 
perils. — His  highness  will,  for  that  you  give  sanctuary  to 
Philip  despite  your  swearing  to  observe  the  constitutions, 
cause  your  sudden  impeachment  for  high  treason.  Be 
prudent,  the  king  is  merciful, 

Becket.  Merciful  !  What,  he  will  not  hew  off  my 
head — he  will  leave  me  these  hands  to  pray  with 
— these  eyes  to  look  on  the  cold  faces  of  deceitful 
friends  ?  lhe  king  is  merciful ! — No,  rather,  like  my  great 
predecessor  Anselm,  with  scrip  and  staff  I’ll  tread  my 
way  to  Rome,  than  by  base  composition  swell  the  hearts 
of  earthly  princes,  [to  the  Bishops .]  Ye  lords,  ye  have 
sat  with  these  barons  in  judgment  on  your  spiritual 
father — I  forbid  you,  in  virtue  of  the  fealty  you  owe  me, 
to  stay  in  council  on  your  sire. 

Henry.  My  lord  of  Canterbury,  your  oath — 

Becket.  Conscience,  that  angel  lodged  within  us, 
hath  chastised  me — I  have  repented  it ! 

Henry.  Then  the  judgment  of  the  court — 

Becket.  The  judgment  of  the  court!  1  do  renounce 
its  judgment,  and  appeal  to  Rome. 

among  the  Bishops ,  r. 

Henry.  On  your  soul  be  the  evils  of  this  day  !— My 
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lords,  the  traitor  is  before  you— -you  know  the  sentence 
— start  not  !  [to  Bishops .]  start  not,  or  beware. — My  lord 
of  Leicester,  the  culprit  is  in  your  hands.  [Ex it,  L. 

Bishop  of  York.  Blood  will  be  shed — my  lord  arch¬ 
bishop,  submit,  and  save  yourself.  [Exit,  R. 

Bishop  of  Exeter,  if  thou  heedest  not  for  thyself,  at 
least  for  us. 

Becket.  Dost  thou  fear  ?  fly  then  !  thou  canst  not 
understand  the  things  which  are  of  heaven. 

[Exit  Bishop  of  Exeter,  L. 

Bishop  of  Chi.  Some  time  you  were  our  archbishop, 
and  we  were  bound  to  obey  you  :  but,  because  you  have 
sworn  fealty  to  our  sovereign  lord  the  king,  and  to  hold 
and  to  respect  the  laws,  and  now  do  scorn  and  contemn 
them,  we  owe  no  allegiance  to  a  perjured  archbishop, 
and  do  therefore  cite  you  to  appear  before  the  Pope,  to 
answer  our  accusations. 

Becket.  I  hear. 

[All  the  Bishops  rise  and  go  to  opposite  side. 

Earl  of  Lei.  My  lord  of  Canterbury,  the  court  re¬ 
quires  of  you  an  instant  payment  of  monies  received  by 
you  whilst  chancellor.  If  you  refuse,  hear  your  sentence. 

Becket.  My  sentence !  nay,  sir  earl,  hear  you !  It 
pleased  the  king  to  raise  me,  heaven  knows  against  my 
will,  to  my  high  office.  At  that  election  it  was  asked  in 
what  manner  1  was  given  to  the  church?  and  the  answer 
was,  free  and  discharged  from  all  bonds  of  the  court. 
Being  so,  I  am  not  bound  to  answer  concerning  these 
things,  nor  will  1. 

Earl  of  Lei.  Your  sentence — 

Becket.  My  sentence  !  neither  law  nor  reason  suffers 
you  to  judge  your  father.  I  refer  my  quarrel  to  the  de¬ 
cision  of  the  Pope.  To  him  I  appeal,  and  under  his  pro¬ 
tection, — now  depart.  [going* 

Brito.  Traitor ! 

Becket.  [turning  hack.]  What  liar  spoke?  Traitor  !  Did 
not  this  [pointing  to  the  cross.]  forbid  me,  he  had  been 
bleeding  at  my  foot. 

Earl  of  Lei.  My  lord  archbishop,  hear  the  court. 

Becket.  Again  I  say  I  do  renounce  it.  [io  Bishops .] 
Ye  good,  pious,  spiritual  men,  farewell — you  to  your 
lord,  I  to  mine  !  [Exit,  L. 


End  of  Act  III. 
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SCENE  I.— A  Hall  in  the  House  of  Breakspear, 
Enter  Moldwarp  and  Snipe,  r. 

Mold.  But  where  hast  hidden  thyself,  good  master 
Snipe  ?  The  archbishop  hath  been  in  France,  blowing 
hot  coals  there,  this  many  a-day.  How  is  it  thou  didst 
not  pack  with  the  rest  of  hiskin? — kr.owest  notthat  full 
five  hundred  have  already  been  banished  the  land,  laden 
with  an  oath  to  seek  the  archbishop  out,  that  they  might 
eat  him  up?  Such  is  the  king’s  vengeance. 

Snipe.  The  more  shame — 

Mold.  What!  Is  it  for  swine  to  judge  of  thunder-bolts'? 

Snipe.  Why  not  ?— kill  a  pig  with  thunder,  or  a  bod¬ 
kin,  and  he  cannot  but  squeak. 

Mold.  Be  courtier-like; — squeak  inwardly.  And  thou 
art  kin,  it  seems,  to  the  archbishop  of  Canterbury?  Thou 
art  a  part  of  him,  it  seems  ? 

Snipe.  They  tell  me  so. 

Mold.  What  part  ? 

Snipe.  That  I  want  to  be  certain  of 

Mold.  Humph!  I  have  it.  The  archbishop  is  the 
peacock,  thou  art  his  black  legs; — he  is  the  great  elephant, 
thou  art  his  thin  strip  of  tail he  is  the  huge  drome¬ 
dary,  thou  his  lesser  hump; — the  mole,  and  thou  his 
eyes  ; — the  adder,  and  thou  his  ears  ! 

Snipe.  Stay! — am  I  to  be  related  only  on  the  side  of  ill- 
favour  and  littleness  ? 

Mold.  No  matter,  so  thou  shewest  thy  kindred.  When 
men  would  prove  relationship  to  greatness,  they  care 
not  how.— If  greatness  were  a  pole-cat,  rather  than  be  no 
part  of  it  they  would  be  its  odour. 

Snipe.  But  I  want  no  kinship :  were  the  archbishop  a 
dolphin,  I  would  be  no  part  of  his  brightness. 

Mold.  No:  and  why? — the  brightness  cometh  not 
until  the  dolphin  is  dying. 

Snipe.  Alive  or  dying,  I  would  prove  myself  no  kin  of 
his. 

Mold.  Hast  thou  been  to  the  herald? — what  says  he? 

Snipe.  A  learned  man— he  talked  an  hour,  and  I  un¬ 
derstood  him  not  a  word.  He  spoke  much  of  chiefs,  and 
pales,  and  bend  sinisters — 

Mold.  Aye,  many  of  your  great  men  come  of  the 
bend  sinister ;  and  what,  though  strange,  is  not  deemed 
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monstrous,  many  such  at  court  wear  their  arms  in  thei 
backs. 

Snipe.  Their  arms  in  their  backs  ! — Pm  no  fool — ha  ! 
ha  !  thou  meanest  jugglers  ? 

Mold.  I  do.  A  short  name  for  a  great  community. 
To  business  :  time  hath  run,  and  thou  hast  dreamt  not  of 
thy  kin  to  Becket  until  now  ? — Thou  art  like  a  stag,  that 
taketh  some  seasons  to  consider  ere  it  become  a  stag. 
What  brook  first  discovered  to  thee  thy  full  grown 
antlers  ? 

Snipe.  Last  week, — aye,  on  Tuesday, — I  had  been  to 
see  the  monks  act  the  Mysteries  of  St.  Catherine — (mar¬ 
vellous  proper  players  they  are) — well,  1  went  home, 
thinking  all  the  way  of  Temperance  Cutwood — thou 
knowest  Temperance  ? 

Mold.  I  have  lived  in  courts,  and  know  not  the 
vulgar. 

Snipe.  Temperance  Cutwood — her  brother  won  the 
cock  last  Shrovetide,  and  I  hope  to  w’in  it  this.  I  had 
just  got  home,  and  was  blowing  my  supper  cold,  when 
who  comes  in  but  Toadstool  the  miller  ; — he  is  a  wild 
vicious  fellow,  and,  would  you  believe  it,  in  love  with 
Temperance  !  Now,  dost  not  see  it  ? 

Mold.  Eh  ! 

Snipe.  Now  dost  not  see  that  Toadstool  wants  to  get 
me  sent  out  of  the  country  ? 

Mold.  Not  perfectly. 

Snipe.  Why — oh !  no,  I  hav’n’t  told  thee.  Well. 
Toadstool  cries  out — oh,  oh!  master  Snipe,  thou  art  the 
archbishop’s  brother,  and  art  here  despite  of  the  procla¬ 
mation.  Thou  shouldst  have  seen  my  mother — she  turned 
as  white  as  one  of  Toadstool’s  sacks  ;  after  a  river  of 
tears,  she  owned  I  wasn’t  the  archbishop’s  brother,  but, 
just  as  bad,  I  was  his  cousin  ! 

Mold.  His  cousin!  Art  sure? 

Snipe.  Certain; — andthey’ll  send  me  away  from  Tem¬ 
perance,  whilst  that  Toadstool — 

Mold.  What  cousin  art  thou  ? 

Snipe.  I  know  not,  but  thou  shalt  tell.  The  arch¬ 
bishop  had  a  brother,  that  had  a  girl  that  got  married, 
and  then,  somehow  or  other,  had  a  son, — no,  no,  not  so  ; 
and  yet  it  was  so,  and  yet  not  the  so  that  I  mean.  She 
had  a  sister,  that  had  a  husband  that  had  another  sister, 
that  had  a  little  boy : — unlucky'  stars  for  me ! — the  mother 
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of  that  little  boy  died : — I  was  young-— thou  mfghtest  have 

rolled  me  up  like  a  hedgehog  at  the  time, - and  so,  they 

took  me  from  my  mother,  and  took  my  mother  to  the 
other  little  boy. 

Mold.  And  what  became  of  thee  ? 

Snipe.  I  was  taken  to  be  nursed  by  a  she-goat  j  but  I 
killed  that,  and  then  they  took  me  to  a  cow. 

Mold.  They  should  have  done  that  at  first.  Never 
thwart  nature. 

Snipe.  Her  young  one  had  just  been  killed,— and, 
would  you  think  it,  she  brought  me  up  without  ever 
knowing  the  difference  ? 

Mold.  I  can  easily  think  it ; — but,  for  the  cousinship  ? 
Snipe.  Don’t  you  see, — because  my  mother  brought 
up  the  little  boy  of  the  archbishop’s  brother’s  daughter’s 
sister-in-law,  pm  foster-cousin  to  the  banished  Becket? 
Won  t  they  send  me  to  France,  think  you  ? 

Mold.  Fear  not,  good  Snipe ;  thou  art  more  akin  to  a 
calf  than  an  archbishop. 

Snipe.  Then  I  am  no  relation  to  his  grace  ? 

Mold.  None  ;  but  henceforth,  eat  no  veal,  lest  thou 
devour  thy  brethren. 

Snipe.  That  for  Toadstool! — and,  as  for  the  archbishop, 

I  despise  him.  Master  Moldwarp,  good-day  ;  Temper¬ 
ance  and  myself  will  remember  you  in  our  prayers.  I 
am  more  akin  to  a  calf  than  an  archbishop  !  I’ll  have 
tha.t  sentence  writ  in  gold  for  the  satisfaction  of  the 
nipes  ;  and  if  any  of  them  become  men  at  court,  they 
shall  wear  it  round  their  ’scutcheon.  [Exit,  l. 

Enter  Swart,  r. 

Swart.  What  !  already  back  ? 

Mold.  Back!  dost  thou  think  I  am  a  swallow,  or  a 
ray  of  light,  to  travel  so  speedily?  I  am  not  yet  gone, 
bwart— are  we  not  lucky  knaves  to  have  fallen  under  the 
especial  notice  of  young  Breakspear,  Sir  Walter  now, 

JUS,t^S  ^fCket’  by  £ivin§T  the  king  the  slip  and  setting 
sar  or  fiance,  had  left  us  free  to  choose  another  master? 
Believe  it  though  we  do  not  see  them,  virtue  like  thine 
and  mine  has  good  angels  round  about  it. 

Swart  .  Come,  Moldwarp,  if  you  must  talk,  chirp 
and  run  like  a  partridge  :  the  Lady  Lucia  is  starving  for 

Fi°°)  neWS  rom  ber  husband,  as  thou  knowest,  now  with 
the  king  in  France. 
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Mold.  Well  I’ll  go  and  see  if  any  messenger  be  ar¬ 
rived,  though  1  would  my  master  were  his  own  courier. 

SwarL  Stormy  times!  My  old  master,  Becket  still 

sets  crowns  at  buffets,  whilst  the  gossiping  world  looks 

on  and  prattles  at  the  sport.  The  archbishop  fights  a  wi  y 
game;  he  hath  a  spirit  formed  for  domimon-a  spirit 
burning  with  ahaughty  fierceness.— He  hath,  they  say,  or 
some  time  lived  a  hermit's  life— spent  days  and  nights  in 
poring  over  volumes  writ  with  the  wond’rous  lives  o 

martyrs  and  of  saints;  a  most  dangerous  employment  tor 

minds  stubborn  and  impetuous  as  his !  and  now  he  comes 
from  his  hermitage,  his  soul  clothed  with  a  new  armour, 
and  from  his  spiritual  sword  there  flashes  fiercer  light,  to 
scorch  the  eyes  of  kings.  Well !  Patience,  lend  us  your 
staff,  whereon  to  lean  awhile  and  wait  the  issue. 


Enter  Ranulph  de  Broc,  e. 

Be  Broc.  You  serve  Sir  Walter  Breakspear  ?  I  come 
from  France. 

Swart.  Sir  Walter  is  well?— your  news  will  be  most 
cheering  to  his  lady  ;  and,  as  though  anticipating  pros¬ 
perous  tidings,  here  she  comes. 


Enter  Lucia,  r 

This  gentleman  is  new  from  France,  madam. 

Lucia.  Sir,  you  are  most  welcome.  Saw  you  Sir 

Walter? 

Be  Broc.  1  parted  with  him  on  the  beach  of  France, 
where  still  he  stood  watching  our  vessel  as  she  flew 
towards  England.  Her  voyage  could  be  but  prosper¬ 
ous,  bearing  so  rich  a  freight ;  for  here,  madam,  is  your 
name.  [ presenting  letter. 

Lucia.  Accept  my  thanks  ;  and  if  1  may  be  a  further 
debtor,  pardon  me  a  few  brief  moments. 

Be  Broc.  At  your  best  leisure,  madam.  I  have  my¬ 
self  some  English  news  to  ask.  [Exit  Lucia,  R.  — ]  Well, 
do  the  saints  of  England  still  weep  the  absence  of  the 
good  archbishop  ?  I  hope  not,  for  Becket  will  ne’er  again 
set  foot  in  England. 

Swart.  Is  there  not  a  talk  that  he  hath  excommuni¬ 
cated  the  king  ? 

Be  Broc.  Aye  :  the  tapers  were  lighted,  the  cross  re 
versed,  all  was  ready  for  the  ceremony,  but  the  arch¬ 
bishop  stopped  short,  and  Henry  is  yet  uncursed. 
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•  Swart-  He  hath,  I  hear,  threatened  the  kingdom  with  an 
“*«*«*•  must  be  a  shrewd,  devoted  messenger  who 
shall  bring  it.  Henry  offers  death  or  mutilation  to  any 
priest,  the  letter-carrier  of  the  sullen  archbishop.  Come, 
sir,  our  lady  hath  by  this  time  read  her  husband’s  heart  in 
his  letter.  The  Bishop  of  London,  who  in  my  master’s 
absence  visits  here,  will  gladly  gossip  with  you. 

[ Exit  De  Broc,  r.. — .  Swart  is  about  to  follow 

Enter  Idonea,  l. 

Idonea.  Stay !  They  tell  me  the  Bishop  of  London 
tarries  here. 

Swart.  A  most  punctilious  world — for  once  it  speaks 
the  truth.  r 

Idonea.  I  would  see  him. 

Swart.  Thou  art  from  France  ? 

Idonea.  Aye. 

Swart.  From  the  archbishop  ?— nay,  I  see  it. 

Idonea.  Son,  look  not  thus  saucily  upon  me,  but  do 
line  errand  no  matter  whence,  or  from  whom  1  come. 
Sivart.  Is  it  not  taught  in  nunneries,  that  those  who 
converse  much  with  saints  imbibe  from  their  resplendent 
visages  a  glory  and  a  light  still  shining  in  mortal  clay 
as  lustre  m  a  gem?  J 

Idonea.  Most  truly. 

,Sfari-  By  such  siSn  know  1  that  thou  art  commission- 
ed  by  Becket— a  twinkling  taper  lighted  at  the  comet, 
at  which  kingly  crowns  are  wont  to  run  like  molten  lead 
and  this  capacious  earth  to  heave  and  sweat  like  a  o-iant 
newly  bound.  Host  know  the  wages  paid  in  England  to 
such  as  do  service  to  your  master  ? 

Idonea.  I  heed  them  not.  Were  the  road  red  with 
glowing  coals— the  angel  of  death  prompt,  with  his  up- 
Llted  dart,  to  strike  me  when  my  errand  was  accomplish¬ 
ed  I  would  on.  Who  looks  on  high  may  walk  unflinch- 
lngly>  though  the  path  be  set  about  by  yawning  graves  1 
Sivart.  Woman ! 

Idonea.  Thou  knowest  not  the  greatness  of  that  poor 
word.  Thy  spirit,  ready,  yet  evanescent,  like  the  light¬ 
ning,  hath  but  a  moment  ’twixt  its  birth  and  darkness. 
Our  purpose,  less  threatening  but  more  enduring,  is  a 
steady  flame,  that  burns  alike  in  palace  or  funereal  mo¬ 
nument. 

Swart.  Thou  hast  letters  from  the  archbishop  ? 
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Idonea.  Well! 

Swart.  Hence,  wretched  woman!  thou  softest  wax, 
moulded  by  the  hand  of  craft  and  superstition  ! 

Idonea.  Hold  !  Thou  art  strong— he  not  insulting  : 
the  lion  hath  claws  and  teeth,  it  needeth  not  venom. 

Swart.  This  hand  may  light  a  fire  that  shall  consume 

Idonea.  ’Twould  be  a  high  employment  for  it.  I 
pray  thee,  let  it  first  direct  me  to  him  I  seek. 

Sivart.  Hence  !  I  would  save  thee. 

Idonea.  On  the  holy  bones  of  heaven-lodged  saints  I 
am  sworn  unto  the  fulfilment  of  my  mission.  I  pray 

thee _ for  I  think,  though  wandering  in  darkness,  thou 

hast  kindly  thoughts — give  them  no  ear,  but  lead  me 
where  1  would  go,  and  then  denounce  me. 

Swart.  I  will  not  !  Begone  ! 

Idonea.  Then  here  I  will  proclaim  my  purpose.  An¬ 
gels!  lend  me  your  trumpet- voices  !  Gilbert  Foliot, 
Bishop  of  London — 


Enter  Bishop  of  London,  r. 


Ha  !  thou  art  the  man  ! 

Bishop  of  Lon.  What  tumult  is  here  ?  who  is  this  ? 

Sioart.  A  wild  woman,  sent  by  his  grace  of  Canter¬ 
bury  :  she  bears  letters,  which,  it  would  seem,  she  wears 
like  plates  of  steel,  to  guard  her  from  the  punishment  she 
courts. 

Idonea.  Gilbert  Foliot,  these  from  the  archbishop  of 
Canterbury  :  [gives  letters .]  and  now,  in  his  voice,  I  do 
pronounce  thy  sentence. 

Bishop  of  Lon.  Daughter,  beware! 

Idonea.  Gilbert  Foliot,  sometime  Bishop  of  London, 
in  the  name  of — 

Bishop  of  Lon.  Who  waits!— 

Enter  several  Domestics,  l. 

She  hath  pronounced  her  doom.  Secure  that  woman. 

Enter  Lucia,  r. 


Lucia.  My  lord — [seeing  Idonea .]  my  mistress! — 
Idonea!  [runs  and  kneels  to  her. 

Swart.  Idonea!  Idonea! — most  dull,  cold  heart — now, 
now  I  see,  though  time  hath  smeared  the  copy  that 
sweet  youth  once  writ,  I  see  my  sister — 

[approaching  to  embrace  her. 
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Idonea.  I  have  no  kin.  [shrinking from  him,]  Lucia' 
my  young  pupil  ! 

Swart.  Sister,  I  thought  thee  housed  in  heaven  :  since 
the  accursed  hour,  when,  lured  by  priestly  wiles,  thou 
didst  leave  thy  comfortable  home  to  hive  with  wit-struck 
tenants  of  a  convent — 

Idonea.  Man  !  thou  dost  blaspheme  : — a  voice  thou 
couldst  not  hear  did  bid  me  dedicate  my  life  to  heaven. 
If  that  my  flight  was  sudden,  my  place  of  refuge  secret, 
it  was  that  1  would  not  hear  complaints  I  could  not  an¬ 
swer,  would  not  look  on  tears  I  could  not  wipe  away. 

Swart.  Sister — for  the  last  time,  since  it  offends  I 
call  thee  so — hast  thou  nought  to  ask  ? 

Idonea.  What  should  I  ? 

Swart.  Was  thy  birth  no  more  than  a  blade  of  grass, 
sown  by  the  shrieking  sea-bird  or  the  invisible  wind  ? 
Thou  hast  something  to  demand — still  pride,  spiritual 
pride,  whose  suppleness  like  the  curvings  of  the  swan’s 
neck  but  shews  its  arrogance,  will  not  allow  thee.  The 
question  which  thy  tongue  dares  not  to  ask,  still  gleams 
within  thine  eye.  I  will  answer  it ;  and  when  answered, 
be  we  to  one  another  as  to  two  worlds  each  owed  a  se¬ 
parate  life. 

Idonea.  Be  quick  !  I  come  upon  a  holy  business. 
Swart.  Captives  have  been  known  to  sigh  when  they 
did  leave  their  dungeon— marvel  not  we  pause,  when 
hope,  that  we  have  treasured  as  a  diamond  in  our  heart, 
melts  and  glides  away  in  tears.  Listen  !  some  part  of  a 
brother  dies  at  every  word.  The  mother  that  bore  thee, 
the  father  that  watched  over  thee,  both  are  dead.  The' 
leaves  of  ten  autumns  have  fallen  upon  their  graves. 

Idonea.  Meditation  doth  endow  the  mind  with  in¬ 
stinctive  knowledge  :  for  ten  years  past  have  I  addressed 
them  as  inhabitants  of  heaven. 

Swart.  Thou  hast  no  kin  thou  saidst— I  will  not  mar 
thy  pride  of  loneliness!  Thy  parents  are  in  the  grave— 
a  brother’s  tongue  now  speaks— ’tis  dumb  : — now  think 
him  shrouded  at  thy  foot.  [retires. 

Bishop  of  Lon.  Avow  thy  error,  and  begone. 

Idonea.  Gilbert  Foliot!  again  and  again  Isay,  thou 
art  an  excommunicated,  an  accursed  man. 

Bishop  of  Lon.  Thou  shalt  die. 

Idonea.  Thou  art  excommunicate. 

Bishop  of  Lon.  Bear  her  hence,  that  judgment  may  be 
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passed  upon  her.  Art  thou  still  stubborn  ?  For  the  last 
time-— answer  ? 

Idonea.  My  mission  is  fulfilled:  thou  art  excommu- 
nicate_  [Exit  with  Attendants,  h. 

Bishop  of  Lon.  She  hath  sought  her  death. 

Lucia.  Oh,  my  good  lord,  surely,  for  such  false  zeal, 
the  punishment  of  death  is  all  too  much. 

Bishop  of  Lon.  It  is  the  king’s  command.  If  she  re¬ 
pent  not  of  her  error,  she  must  die. 

Lucia.  Oh,  be  it  my  care  to  stay  such  cruelty .  Idonea  . 
may  thy  high,  yet  misdirected  spirit,  listen  to  my  prayeis  . 

[Exit,  l. 

Bishop  of  Lon.  I  had  rather  it  had  been  any  but 
of  thy  kindred,  Swart,  to  have  come  on  so  disastrous 


an  errand.  . 

Swart.  Folly  and  madness  have,  in  this  world,  so 
many  vassals,  he  must  be  self-created  to  have  no  tie  with 
some  of  them.  My  lord,  thou  hast  terrified  the  woman  ; 
wilt  thou  now  please  to  dismiss  her  hence  ? 

Bishop  of  Lon.  May  I  not  enter  heaven  if  I  spoke 
not  truly— -unless  she  repent,  she  dies. 

Swart.  Thou  dost  not  mean  it!  yet,  thou  hast  sworn: 

die,  die  '.—for  what  ? 

Bishop  of  Lon.  Hath  she  not,  in  the  name  of  that 
traitor  Becket,  cursed  her  spiritual  father? 

Swart.  She  would  have  cursed  the  sea,  uttered  a  ma¬ 
lison  on  the  creative  sun,  had  he  who  sent  her  hither 
given  it  in  charge.  To  punish  her,  is  to  wreak  a  ven¬ 
geance  on  the  resistless  weapon  wielded  by  a  madman. 

Bishop  of  Lon.  Policy  and  religion  demand  her 


death. 

Swart.  Religion! — is  blood  her  livery ?  Is  the  blaz¬ 
ing  pile  her  glory?  are  the  shrieks  of  women,  the  hollow 
groans  of  old  men,  her  hymn  of  praise?  does  religion 
weave  her  crown  from  the  sufferer's  heart-strings?  If 
such  be  religion,  oh!  take,  take  away  the  dove,  and  let 
the  red-beaked  vulture  be  her  ghastly  symbol  ! 

Bishop  of  Lon.  Such  pleading  lor  a  sister  well  be¬ 


comes  thee,  yet - 

Swart.  For  a  sister !  for  human  nature  !  He  hath  but 
half  a  brain— the  shadow  of  a  heart,  who  doth  not  think 
and  feel  for  all  that  breathe,  but  wraps  him  in  a  house¬ 
hold  selfishness,  nor  listens  to  the  wail  of  misery,  so  he 
and  his  are  calm.  My  lord— 
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Bishop  of  Lon.  I  must  not  listen  to  thee. 

■Swarf.  Do  not.  I  give  praise  that  heaven  is  readier 
to  near,  than  we  poor  worms  that  strive  to  ape  its  mer- 
eies.  I  will  take  my  suit  to  another.  [Exit  l. 

•if0' Lon •  {.looking  at  letters .]  For  that’  con- 
j  intly  with  my  brethren,  1  have  assisted  at  the  corona¬ 
tion  of  young  prince  Henry,  Becket  doth  write  me  ex¬ 
communicated.  Proud  man! 


Enter  Moldwarp,  l. 


Mold.  News !  great  news,  my  lord— the  archbishop— 
bishop  of  Lon.  What  of  him? 

Mold.  Will  be  with  us,  and  speedily. 
of  Lon.  Impossible  » 

Even  now  a  messenger  hath  arrived  with  the 


Bishop 
Mold. 
tidings. 

^lSfh°Prruf  ,L°n'  They  are  t0°  wild  and  sudden  for 

b  MW  The  king-  and  Becket  at  Peace! 

Mold.  So  crieth  rumour;  nay,  and  there!  see  her 

rUft1^e  ,  [ pointing  of. 

Bishop  of  Lon.  Never  did  it  blow  more  harshly  If 
it  be  true  the  woman  must  be  saved.  Follow,  and  take 
turther  orders.  [Exit  L 

Mold.  The  archbishop  back  again!  Those  that  wear 

igh  caps  must  take  heed,  for  ’twill  blow  a  tempest— 
better  now  to  nave  been  bare-headed,  than  to  have  cover- 
ed  a  skull  with  a  rag  from  Canterbury.  Oh,  there  will 

phers*!^11^  6n°U§:b  to  crack  the  windpipes  of  philoso- 

[ E oczt j  L. 

SCENE  II.—  View  of  a  Sea  Port  in  Flanders. 


Enter  Breakspear  and  De  Tracy,  r. 

Breaks.  Nay,  sir,  cease  to  wonder.  Becket  (heaven 
save  his  meekness  !)  and  the  king  are  friends. 

De  Tracy.  I  have  been  absent  from  the  court,  and 

know  not  the  growth  of  this  miracle ; — tell  me  everv 
word.  J 

Breaks.  Not  I,  or  I  should  grow  white-headed  where 
I  stand.  But  a  few  days,  and  the  monarch  and  the  priest 
like  two  tigers,  did  strive  which  should  devour  the  other 
I  he  Pope,  (bow  your  head,  De  Tracy)  the  Pope  hath  in¬ 
terfered— the  Frenchking  spoken  soothingly—the  queen- 
mother,  the  dying  Matilda,  begged  of  her  son  Henry 
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obedience  to  the  archbishop,  and  what  with  threatenmgs^ 
of  anathema,  a  shew  of  hostile  bearing  on  the  part  or 
Louis,  letters,  prayers,  conferences,  and  1  know  not 

wpat _ Henry  met  Becket  near  Freitville,  and  there  made, 

or  feigned,  a  peace  with  the  archbishop. 

Be  Tracy.  And  what  of  the  constitutions  of  Claren¬ 
don  ?  what  of  the  customs  ?  Hath  Becket  promised 
obedience  ? 

Breaks.  He  hath  promised  nothing;  and  I  warrant 
me  will  keep  his  word.  The  prime  cause  of  this  great 
quarrel  hath  been  overlooked,  forgotten,  in  the  haste  to 
make  a  gracious  peace  ;  and  the  archbishop  returns  trium¬ 
phant  back  to  Canterbury.  At  this  port  he  embarks  :  I 
am  here  to  see  the  pageant ;  that  over,  I  shall  follow  in 
the  churchman’s  wake  to  England.  Hark  !  the  saint  ap¬ 
proaches  ! 


Enter  Becket  with  Monks,  Lords,  Soi.diers,  6fc.  l. 
The  Monks  c haunting  : 


Ut  hominum  legiones,  quae  me  circumsideant,  non  reformidem. 
Age,  Jova,  defende  me,  mi  Deus ;  qui  meis  omnibus  adversariis 
malas  feris;  impiorum  dentes  confringens. 

[Monks,  Soldiers,  %c.  kneel.  Becket  stretches  out  his 
hands  in  act  of  benediction.  Monks  rise  and  continue. 

Tuum  est,  Jova,  conservare,  tuoque  tuos  favore  prosequi. 

[Picture.*— End  of  Act  IV. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. — A  Street  in  Canterbury. 

Enter  Snipe  and  Bacon,  r. 

Snipe.  Come  along,  father  ;  mend  your  pace,  for  we 
are  walking  on  the  gold  cloth  of  honour. 

Bacon.  Ha  !  ha  !  lad,  ha  !  ha  !  who  shall  say  we  have 

not  brains  ? 

Snipe.  But  are  you  sure,  good  master  Bacon,  that  the 
stars  speak  truly  ? 

Bacon .  Truly!  look  you,  nephew-in-law — the  stars  ! 
— would  it  be  worthy  of  their  brightness,  that  they, 
the  stars,  should  deceive  men  weak  and  simple  as  we  ? 
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•  Snipe\  ,YeV  had  been  better  contented  had  the  con¬ 
juror  asked  a  few  questions  of  the  moon. 

Bacon.  The  moon  !  she  meddles  not  with  the  common 
onlJ  emperors,  and  kings,  and  bishops,  and  their 

i  sucb  £reab  people,  whose  destinies  are  govern¬ 

ed  by  the  moon. 

Snipe.  Is’t  true  ? 

Bacon  True  !  a  learned  man  may  read  in  the  moon 

ia  is  oing  in  every  palace.  Dost  know  why  she  looked 
so  hery  red  last  month?  PI]  tell  thee— a  king  of  the 

ctst  had  his  nose  fall  a  bleeding:— dost  know  why  last  week 
she  looked  like  a  piece  of  dull  silver  with  little  water- 
bubbles  on  it  ?— ’tis  said  our  good  and  gracious  queen 
wept  for  a  dead  humming-bird.— Dost  know  why  three 
nights  ago  she  was  muffled  up  in  black  clouds  ?  [Snipe 
at  every  question,  is  about  to  answer,  but  is  prevented  by 
^ocon.]  The  prince,  at  Woodstockj  had  the  head-aehe, 
and  wore  two  night-caps. 

Snipe.  And  doth  the  moon  note  all  the  acts  and  whim¬ 
sies  of  the  great  ? 

Bacon.  All  and  every. 

■Sra/pe.  Then  I  would  not  be  the  man  in  it  for  a  groat 
a  da.y.  How  can  one  moon  hold  so  much  ? 

Bacon.  One  moon  !  Thou  dost  wear  thine  ignorance 
as  an  oyster  its  shell— it  covers  brains  and  all.  One 
moon  !  have  we  not  a  new  one  twelve,  and  often  thir¬ 
teen  times  a  year  ? 

Snipe.  Head  of  me !  and  so  we  have.  Then  what 
becomes  of  the  old  ones  ? 

,  ^5? ”•  A  discreet  and  pretty  question.  I  have  it : 
the  old  ones  are  strung  together  for  the  tails  of  comets. 

snipe.  Oh,  this  it  is  to  have  learning!— Hush!  who 
comes  here  ?— a  royal  messenger  ;  I  can  see  it  by  his  swel¬ 
ling.— 


Enter  Messenger,  r. 

A  fair  day,  sir. 

Mes.  What!  making  holiday  ? 

Snipe.  No,  sir ;  in  faith  we  come  upon  especial 
business. 

Bacon.  Yes,  sir,  business  with  the  archbishop:  if 
you  have  anything  to  ask,  why,  it  has  pleased  the  stars  to 
prophesy  us  luck  with  the  archbishop,  our  kinsman. 

Mes.  Kinsman ! 


E 
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Snipe.  No  other.  The  relationship  is  plain— you 
might  write  the  story  on  the  head  of  a  mushroom,  and 
have  good  space  for  family  quarterings. 

Bacon.  Since  the  archbishop’s  joyful  return,  all  his 
kindred  have  run,  like  fowls  to  barley,  to  welcome  him; 
and,  sir,  we  would  not  be  behind.  This  is  our  story. 

\_They  retire. 

Enter  Swart  and  Moldwarp,  r. 

Mold.  And  for  what  have  we  walked  to  Canterbury? 
Swart.  To  see  our  old  master,  the  newly  returned 
archbishop. 

Mold.  Aye,  pray  heaven  we  may  be  as  welcome  as 
we  hope ! 

Sicart.  He  cannot  take  our  service  otherwise  than 
kindly.  His  spirit  is  noble,  majestic full  of  great 
thoughts,  aye,  and  most  tender  ones. 

Mold.  ’Tis  pity  that  his  greatness  does  not  sometimes 
play  the  lacquey  to  his  tenderness,  he  would  not  then 
commence  the  fray  anew.  Why  he  hath  disgraced  the 
archbishop  of  York,  the  bishops  of  London  and  Salis¬ 
bury,  for  crowning  the  young  prince  Henry.  I  hear  that 
thy  sister,  Idonea — 

Swart.  Speak  not  of  her.  Come,  we  waste  the  day. 
[the  Messenger  comes  down .]  From  Woodstock,  I  perceive. 

[ Moldivarp  talks  apart  with  Bacon  and  Snipe. 
Mes.  Even  so,  master  Swart,  and  on  an  ungracious 
message  ; — no  other  than  to  refuse  one  who  would  fain  be 
prince  Henry’s  guest. 

Swart.  Who  is  that  ? 

Mes.  The  archbishop  of  Canterbury. 

Swart.  Aye? 

Mes.  The  prince,  hearing  ’twas  his  grace’s  pur¬ 
pose  to  set  out  for  Woodstock,  hath,  by  advice,  sent  me 
to  bid  him  spare  his  pains.  Farewell. 

Swart.  Nay,  I  am  bound  your  road.  I’ll  walk  with 
■you.  [Exeunt  Swart  and  Messenger ,  L. 

Mold.  And  thou  hast  been  urged  to  this  journey  by 
news  snatched  from  the  stars? 

Snipe.  Aye,  and  together  by  love  of  my  kinsman. 
Mold.  Thy  kinsman  ! 

Bacon.  Surely  ;  the  archbishop  of  Canterbury  is  of 
the  blood  of  young  master  Snipe. 

Mold.  Why,  knave  !  a  few  days  since  thou  wouldst  not 
have  been  foster-brother  to  his  hound,  had  he  had  one. 
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Snipe.  See  the  difference;  why?  the  archbishop  was 
abioad,  and  I  loved  not  the  French  enough  to  be  packed 
among  ’em.  The  archbishop  is  nowin  Canterbury,  and 
giving  away  gold  by  the  handful  ;  so,  mark  you,  I  would 
fain  pay  him  a  kinsman’s  duty. 

Bacon.  A  wise  lad  !  ha  !  ha  !  and  the  conjuror,  Robin 
opig°  he  hath  a  white  beard,  white  and  big  as  a  little 
cloud,  with  eye-brows  large  as  rabbits’  tails— he  hath 
foretold  good  from  our  journey. 

Mold.  What  hath  he  promised  ? 

Snipe.  Indeed,  a  new  covering,  and  a  goodly  place  in 
the  eye  of  all  people. 

Mold  Thou  wilt  have  both. 

Snipe.  Shall  I  ? 

Mold.  For  the  first,  thou  wilt  be  whipped,  until  thy 
skin  peal  from  thee  like  the  inner  coat  of  a  walnut— then, 
maik  you,  after  a  time,  will  come  the  new  covering:  as 
for  the  goodly  place,  thou  wilt  be  placed  in  the  stocks. 

Bacon.  Art  thou  wiser  than  the  stars  ?  Come,  boy  • 
we  will  on. 

Snipe.  No,  uncle ;  I  begin  to  doubt  whether  I  am  a 

relation  to  the  archbishop  or  no.  I  don’t  think  I  am _ I’m 

sure  I’m  not — I’ll  be  sworn  I’m  not. 

Mold.  Be  sure  of  it:  nevertheless,  follow  me. 

Bacon.  We  will,  we  will  !  either  thou  or  the  stars 
are  wrong — if  thou,  thou  canst  not  help  it ;  if  the  stars, 
why,  we  will  leave  them  to  repent  as  they  may.  Come’ 
sir.  3 

Mold.  Nay,  go  you.  [Snipe  and  Bacon  cross,  l. _ •] 

When  a  boy,  learning  to  swim,  1  always  threw  a  fro^ 
before  me ;  become  a  man,  I’d  fain  see  fools  in  the  ad¬ 
vance,  that  I  might  take  a  lesson  from  their  motions. 

[ Exeunt ,  l. 

SCENE  II. — Interior  of  Bechet’s  Mansion  at  Canterbury. 

Enter  Becket,  r. 

Bechet.  Time  hath  been  a  goodly  mower  in  my  ab¬ 
sence.  I  have  sought  faces  that  were  once  familiar  to  me 
as  the  light — they  are  past  :  a  brief  time  since  I  heard 
their  owners’  voices,  and  now  I  read  their  epitaphs.  But 
last  night  I  saw  a  rude  and  stony  image  of  a  dead  friend 
lying  on  his  tomb :  as  my  eye  rested  on  the  uncouth  sem- 

e  2 
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blance,  it  seemed  to  crimp  and  wrinkle  its  marble  front, 
as  though  it  smiled  in  mockery  on  me,  a  creature  warm 
with  worldly  hopes,  intruding  on  the  cold  and  searching 
silence  of  the  grave.  Then — for  fancy  took  a  raven 
flight— methought  the  buried  whispered  and  uttered  un- 
distinguishable  sounds  of  scorn;  a  tongue  did  wag  in 
every  dead  man’s  head  with  hissing  volubility  the  let¬ 
ters  on  each  tomb  did  move  and  undulate  like  worms  : 

1  was  changed!  Oh,  dust,  dust ! — in  one  poor  handful 
of  thee  may  we  see  all  worldly  hopes — all  earthly  glitter. 

Enter  Richard  de  Hastings,  r. 

Now,  Richard,  art'  ready  for  the  journey  ? 

Rich.  All  is  ready.  I  trust  that  the  young  prince 
will  be  found  worthy  of  the  pilgrimage. 

Bechet.  The  boy  loves  me — 1  am  assured  of  it. 

Rich.  Young  princes  would  ever  be  the  foremost  in 
the  race  of  manhood.  The  lad  is  of  high  breeding  ;  and, 
that  you  have  visited  with  displeasure  those  who  did 
spiritual  service  at  his  coronation,  may  turn  restive. 

Bechet.  ’Twas  my  function — the  privilege  of  my 
high  place.  1  formed  his  spirit  to  act  worthy  of  a  crown, 
and  these  hands  should  place  the  regal  round  upon  his 
brow.  Richard,  I  will  come.  [Exit  Richard,  R. — ]  No 
letters  yet  from  the  king  !  ’Tis  strange. 

Enter  Swart,  l. 

Who  art  thou  ?  I  had  forgotten — an  old  servant. 

Swart.  Your  grace  is  welcome,  most  welcome  back  to 
England. 

Bechet.  Dost  thou  want  service,  that  thou  comest  to 
me  ? 

Swart.  Had  I  so  wanted,  I  had  not  come  : — mistake 
me  not,  your  grace  ;  I  would  rather  starve  in  a  proud  so¬ 
litude,  than  be  accounted  of  those  flies,  who  buzz  and 
trim  their  wings  when  summer  gives  its  honey,  but  fall 
off  and  die  beneath  the  gusts  of  winter. 

Bechet.  Hast  thou  children? 

Swart.  No. 

Bechet.  ’Tis  pity.  Adopt  some  two  or  three,  and 
teach  them  that  good  lesson.  Farewell ;  1  thank  thy 
zeal  that  urged  thee  to  this  journey.  I  am  not  the  Becket 
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that  I  was  ;  therefore  'tis  a  sweet  piety,  when  men,  who 
bowed  and  paid  observance  to  the  strong  and  healthful 
nian,  scorn  not,  but  look  with  kind  remembrance  on  the 
wind-bleached  skeleton.  What  hast  thou  there? 

Swart,  [gives  letter .]  From  the  Bishop  of  London. 

Becket.  Good  man  !  [having  read  if.]  So,  the  arch¬ 
bishop  of  York,  the  bishop  of  Salisbury,  and  himself, 
renounce  my  power,  and  have  taken  ship  to  see  the  king 
in  Normandy.  Fair  winds  blow  out  their  sails  !  Now 
for  Woodstock. 

Swart,  Your  grace — 

Becket.  Be  swift :  ere  this  I  should  have  taken  horse. 

Swart.  For  Woodstock,  to  visit  the  young  prince  Henry  ? 

Becket.  Even  so. 

Sivart.  A  messenger  from  the  prince  now  stays  with¬ 
out. 

Becket.  Call  him  to  me.  Why  dost  not  stir  ? 

Swart.  Unwelcome  guests  have  wings  as  well  as  feet 
I  have  heard  nay,  it  hath  been  diligently  spread  abroad 
-—that  prince  Henry,  sometime  your  scholar,  would 
fain  forget  his  ancient  master. 

Becket.  Forget!  They  do  malign  his  gentleness ; — a 
more  meek  and  grateful  spirit  did  never  dawn  within  the 
flesh  of  childhood.  Forget  ! 

Swart.  He  doth  command  your  grace  to  tarry  here  at 
Canterbury. 

Becket.  What ! 

Swart.  Denies  his  tutor  footing  in  the  halls  of  Wood- 
stock, 

Becket.  They  have  destroyed  the  child.  A  most  dear 
and  precious  keeping  is  the  guardianship  of  princes— ’tis 
a  trust  for  saints ;  and  alas !  my  boy,  they  have  given 
thee  to  wolves ! 


Enter  Richard  de  Hastings,  r. 

Rich.  Your  grace,  all  things  stay — 

Becket.  Richard  !  I  will  not  trouble  thee. 

Rich.  Surely — 

Becket.  It  is  my  will.  Richard,  thy  pardon  ; — the 
swelling  of  ray  heart  hath  thrown  the  bitterness  upon  my 
tongue.— Prince  Henry  doth  forget  me. 

Rick.  Forget  you  — 

Becket.  Let  the  horses  rest  to-day.  I  will  to  my 
s*udy.  [Exit  Richard,  R. 
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Enter  Philip  de  Brois,  r. 

Swart,  [aside,  seeing  Philip .]  What !  do  villains 
wear  their  guilt  as  armour — is  he  yet  unkilled  ? 

Bec/cet.  What  speed  is  this  ? 

I)e  Brois.  I  know  not  if  my  zeal  for  your  honour 
hath,  your  grace,  outstript  your  purpose — 

Becket.  What  now,  Philip  ? 

De  Brois.  Knowing  ’twas  your  grace’s  will  that  all 
suits  and  controversies,  left  undecided  when  you  quitted 
England,  should  be  now  renewed — 

Becket.  Such  is  my  purpose. — Well. 

De  Brois.  1  have  seized  and  brought  hither  the 
false  nun,  Lucia  Vincent. 

Swart.  Thou  hast  not !  Seized  '.—Thy  villany  doth 
make  my  indignation  dumb — it  can  but  look  its  curses 
on  thee  ! 

Becket.  Peace ! 

Swart.  I  should  be  peaceful  as  a  log,  since  I  have  been 
as  dull. 

Becket.  Philip  doth  intend  no  evil— dost  thou  doubt 
me  V 

Swart.  Oh  !  my  lord,  thou  art  as  a  fair  and  noble  tree, 
full  of  rich  fruit,  and  giving  gracious  shelter  5  but  among 
thy  high  and  lordly  branches  lurks  a  subtle  scaly  thing, 
whose  poison  doth  infect  thy  bearing — whose  fiery  eyes 
do  teach  the  traveller  distrust,  and  send  him  from  the 
bounty  of  thy  presence. — 

Becket.  Thy  plain  meaning  in  plain  words. 

Swart.  There  is  the  villain,  whose  very  breathing  is  a 
blight  to  honesty  !  Your  grace,  in  the  name  of  all  you 
hold  most  holy — in  the  name  of  her  father,  now  happily 
dead,  whose  bread  I  have  eaten — in  the  name  of  her  hus¬ 
band,  whose  trust  I  have  betrayed — I  do  implore,  intreat, 
demand,  a  restitution  of  the  lady  Breakspear.  Deny  me, 
and — 

Becket.  Come  after  vespers,  and  Pll  confer  with  thee. 

Sicart.  My  lord — 

Becket.  After  vespers.  Philip. 

[Exeunt  Becket  and  Philip,  R. 

Swart.  1  will  go  whet  my  dagger,  and  wait  till  then. 
If  the  monk  prevail — his  heart,  an’  I  can  find  it,  shall 
feast  the  ravens.  [Exit,  L. 
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SCENE  III.— Ranulfde  Broc's  Castle,  near  Canterbury. 

Enter  De  Broc,  De  Tr^cy,  FITZUrSE,  De  Moreville, 

and  Brito,  r. 

como!kW?+R  Di?Ubt  Ranulf'  lhat  when  once  ac- 
servFce  h  d  ^  kmg  W1  glve  us  Sood  thanks  for  the 

evra  now'  I  Up7’  1  ]iaVe1  n°  cause  t0  P{ead  for  Becket: 
even  now  I  lie  under  his  anathema.  You  say  the 

bishops  were  well  received  by  Henry? 

arf/TT  TllUS  Jt  was-  The  Peace  made  ’twixt  Henrv 

!  iWaS,iA°n  the  king,S  side>  Signed  and  com- 
pulsory—all  could  see  that  Henry  had  no  heart  in  it. 

Ip" k  he  ar;hblsh«P  of  York,  the  bishops  of  London 

BeokPt  L  1V6n  int°  Normandy  by  the  curse  of 

Becket,  laid  their  grievances  before  the  king,  shewing 

that  no  man  had  rightful  liberty  whilst  Becket  lived  in 
ngland,  Henry,  with  an  eye  and  voice  whose  look  and 
tone  could  have  no  double  meaning,  cried  “  Am  I  so 
beset  with  cowards,  that  none  will  revenge  me  of  this 
urbulent  priest  ?”  On  this,  Fitzurse,  De  Moreville,  Brito 
and  myself  withdrew,  and  bound  ourselves  bv  oath 
either  by  strong  means  to  oblige  this  Becket  to  take  off 
ns  spiritual  censures,  or,  failing  to  do  so,  to  slay  him 
and  give  England  quiet.  ^ 

Br°C'  fir0  that  oath  1  readiIy  subscribe.  I  will 
call  up  my  followers,  and  send  them  in  secret  on. 

Fitz.  Away  then,  that  our  purpose  may  not  cool  T 
would  that  Breakspear  knew  the  enterprise. 

Be  Broc.  How! — does  he  not  ? 

Be  Tracy.  He  quitted  Normandy  only  a  few  hours 
before  us,  who  halted  not,  until,  leaving  the  court  we 
found  ourselves  upon  the  sea.  No  matter  :  we  are  enoUo-h 
to  make  a  priest  unsay  his  malison,  or,  if  he  will  not 
to  destroy  him.  To  horse,  gentlemen,  and  spur  for 
Canterbllr>’  !  r Exeunt,  , . 

SCENE  IV. — A  Street  in  Canterbury. 

Enter  Breakspear  and  Swart,  r. 

Breaks.  You  left  my  wife  in  health  ? 

Sivart.  Aye. 

_  Breaks.  Marry,  Swart,  I  trust  thou  hast  no  desire  to 
hide  thy  grey  hairs  in  a  cowl,  that  thou  hast  journied 
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all  the  way  from  London  to  doff  a  cap  to  my  lord 
archbishop  ? 

Swart.  I  know  not,  sir.  As  the  earth  turns,  it  is 
but  a  chance  at  hustle-cap  whether  one  grasp  the  crook 
or  the  wooden  sword. 

Breaks.  ’Tis  well  I  met  thee  here,  nor  went  from  Dover 
straight  to  London.  Come,  we  must  instantly  to  horse  : 
I  count  all  time  as  nothing  until  I  fold  my  Lucia. 

Swart.  She  is  a  most  faithful,  a  most  loving  wife. 

Breaks.  1  trust  she  needs  not  such  report;  the  virtue 
that  demandeth  rumour’s  tongues,  can  rarely  utter  for 
itself.  ’Tis  enough  for  me  to  know  her  faithful  and 
loving :  I  wear  not  my  wife,  as  I  would  wear  a  jewel,  to 
dazzle  the  general  gaze,  but  to  delight  my  own.  Why, 
Swart — 

Swart.  Sir  ! — 

Breaks.  Your  face  looks  cold  and  clay-like — thought 
hangs  upon  your  brow  like  rime  on  trees.  Have  you  ill 
news  ?  no,  no, — Lucia  is  well  ? 

Swart.  She  is  here. 

Breaks.  Here  !  how  is  this  ? 

Swart.  She  had  a  dream  some  two  nights  since,  that 
you  were  on  the  seas  :  she  has  journied  here  to  meet 
you. 

Breaks.  My  blessed  Lucia  ! — shew  me  to  her.  The 
news  hath  intoxicated  me,  and  I  seem  like  Maia’s  son, 
winged  at  head  and  heel.  Come  ! 

Swart.  On,  sir,  I  attend.  [Exit  Breakspear,  h. — J  Now 
to  bring  himfront  to  front  with  Becket  and  his  minion. 

[Exit,  L. 


SCENE  V. —  The  Cloisters  of  Canterbury  Cathedral. 

Enter  Becket  with  Lucia,  attended  by  two  Nuns,  tuho 

retire. 

Becket.  Lucia  Vincent,  as  thou  wilt  answer  at  a  future 
hour,  tell  thy  story  truly.  Nay,  do  not  weep ;  if  1 
prove  thee  guiltless,  not  for  the  price  of  this  vast  world 
would  I  abet  thy  wrongs.  Thou  dost  not.  trust  me :  I 
forgive  thee.  Thou  hast  heard  my  name  coupled  with  re¬ 
proaches — my  heart  maligned — my  purposes  shaped  by 
the  unskilful  and  the  selfish — tell  thy  tale  with  truth, 
and  then  be  thou  my  judge. 

Lucia.  Your  grace — 
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rlirf.t  nf  ’  ihaSl  heaid  much>  ^et  h  ma?  be  thou 

comn  that  Becket  had  that  curious  skill  which, 

omPanng  looks  with  words,  could  pluck  out  the  lie, 

hough  guarded  roundabout  with  subtlest  phrase?— could 

h1dden1-tea*na  falseh00d  from  the  heart,  though  it  lay 
dden  like  the  germ  of  blight  within  a  flower?  Thy  story : 

1  hou  didst  once  sojourn  with  the  nuns  of  St.  Beatrice  9 
J^ucia.  I  did. 

Becket.  Thou  didst  not  take  the  vows  ? 

1  feel  in  every  thou&ht  vastness  of  the 
human  soul-as  it  mounts  in  adoration,  pauses  in  won¬ 
der,  humbles  in  thankfulness  before  that  awful  source 
*  ^as  sPrun&— 1  answer,  no!  May  heaven  seal 
my  lips  if  they  have  uttered  falsehood  !  Idonea— Idonea 
can  be  my  witness. 

Becket.  She  hath  quitted  England, 
iam  AlaSi  My  mother  dead— my  falher  called 
?  aCeTd  me  ere  he  departed  with  the  pious 
wn  ,r,ho.°f;  that  1  mi?ht  escape  the  perils  that  in  this 
wodd  stBl  wait  on  tender  years.  Could  a  voice  issue  from 
e  abbess  tomb,  ’twould  cry — ‘  she  speaks  the  truth.’ 
Philip  de  Brois — 

Philip  is  a  most  leprous  villain  ! 

It  may  be,  Lucia,  thou  hast  misinterpreted 


Becket. 
Lucia. 
Becket 
his  zeal. 
Lucia. 


tvj  ,  -  Zeal  !  such  as  his  who’d  snare  all  human  souls. 

y  ord>  trust  not  that  base,  that  hollow  man  ! 

Becket.  Lucia,  thou  didst  not  take  the  vows  ? 

Lucia.  May  heaven  ! — 

Hold!  at  the  hour  of  vespers,  on  the  sacred 
tar  pledge  me  that  oath  and  you  are  free!  Twenty 
knights  shall  be  your  escort  back  to  London. 

Lucia.  My  prayers  be  ever  yours. 

Becket.  Whilst  Becket  is  a  tenant  of  the  earth  count 
him  your  friend.  His  stay  will  not  be  long-. 

Lucia.  My  lord  ! 

Becket  Nay  I  am  assured  so.  The  bark  that  bore 
me  back  to  England  had  death  at  its  helm.  At  vespers  I 
will  receive  your  oath.  [Exit  Lucia,  R.  — j  Jf  she  sneak 

truly  ?— she  doth— then  Philip -  J  P  * 

Enter  De  Tracy>  De  Moreville,  Fitz-urse,  Brito 
and  Ranulf  de  Broc,  r.  * 

Eitz.  Your  grace,  it  seems,  did  not  expect  such  visitors. 
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Becket..  You  do  not  startle  me. 

De  Tracy.  We  come  from  the  king. 

Becket.  You  are  welcome. 

De  Tracy.  Archbishop,  you  have  abused  his  highness’ 
confidence. 

Becfcet.  You  say  so. 

De  Tracy.  Passed  spiritual  censures  on  his  friends 
and  loyal  subjects.  The  king,  by  us,  doth  demand  that 
you  absolve  the  archbishop  of  York,  the  bishops  of 
London  and  of  Salisbury. 

Becfcet ,  No! 

De  Tracy.  Beware,  you  know  not — 

Becfcet.  Know  not ! — were  your  bodies  crystal,  your 
thoughts  therein  charactered,  I  could  not  know  them  bet¬ 
ter — they  are  of  blood  ! 

De  Broc.  Archbishop — 

Becfcet.  Ranulf  de  Broc — thou  art  an  excommuni¬ 
cated  man  !  I  hold  no  words  with  thee. 

De  Tracy.  My  lord,  you  parley  not  with  monks.  We 
are  men  resolved  :  the  king  hath  spoken. 

Becfcet.  All  honour  be  to  his  highness,  and  the  will 
of  heaven  be  done. 

Fitz.  Be  persuaded — absolve — 

Becfcet.  Never  :  a  power  greater  than  mine  did  breathe 
the  curse — I  cannot  remove  it. 

De  Tracy.  Then  in  his  highness’  name,  we  do  com¬ 
mand  you,  and  all  that  adhere  to  you,  to  quit  the  king¬ 
dom  you  have  broken  the  peace,  and  are  unworthy  of 
the  land. 

Becfcet.  Take  horse  for  Dover  and  prate  to  the  main  ; 
for  never  more  will  I  put  the  sea  between  me  and  the 
church.  Some  of  you,  in  former  days,  were  in  my  ser¬ 
vice — 

Fitz.  Archbishop — 

Becket.  Gentlemen,  what  need  of  this? — Why  more 
words  ?  since  well  I  see  the  end  !— a  plucking  forth  of 
swords— a  rush— some  little  blood  let  out — a  sigh— a 
passing  sleep— and  then,  eternal  light!— Since  thisit  must 
be,  why  not  this  at  once? 

De  Tracy.  Vaunting  priest ! — Death _ 

Becket.  My  spirit  sees  it  not.  [they  move  towards  him  1 
Approach  :  there  is  my  hand  ;  feel  if  my  blood  throb  at 
thy  footstep.  Oh,  dull,  worldly,  miserable  men  !— mine 
eye  doth  see  a  starry  crown— mine  ears  are  filled  with 
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heavenly  voices  !  The  martyr  smiles  with  twenty  whetted 
daggers  at  his  throat ! 

Fitz.  Art  thou  firm? 

Becket.  As  thou  art  false. 

Be  Tracy.  Gentlemen,  your  mission — 

[Be  Tracy,  Fitz-urse,  Brito,  and  Be  MorevilB  rush 
with  drawn  swords  at  Becket,  and  are  about  to  stab 
him,  when  the  Monks  are  heard  within  chaunlino-  ves¬ 
pers:— “  Jovamea  lux  est  ;  ecquem  metuam  ?  *Jova 
meae  vitae  firmamentum  est ;  ecquem  formidem  ?” 
Be  Tracy  and  rest  recoil  from  Becket. 

Becket.  The  service  is  begun.  Gentlemen,  I  am  need¬ 
ed  at  the  altar. 

[Exit  Becket  calmly,  L. —  the  rest  remain  for  a  moment 
in  a  state  of  indecision. 

Be  Tracy.  He  is  gone!  Fitz-urse,  why  let  the  traitor 


pass  ? 

De  Broc. 
Be  Tracy 


Let  us  follow. 

Forward  then. 

Enter  Philip  de  Brots,  l. 


[Exeunt,  L. 


Philip.  This  girl  will  wind  around  his  heart,  and 
thus  displace  me.  Ha  !  now  to  prevent— 

Enter  Lucia,  r. 

Lucia.  I  heard  the  vespers,  [seeing Philip.]  The  monk! 

Philip.  Lucia,  frown  not  ;  I  fain  would  make  my 
pG3.ce.  * 

Lucia.  Do  so  with  heaven.  I  have  forgiven  thee 

Philip.  Nay.  fly  me  not.  Am  I  so  hateful  ? 

Lucia.  Farewell  !— repent,  and  save  thyself! 

Philip.  Too  late — too  late  !  L* 

Enter  Breakspear  and  Swart,  r. 

Swart.  Behold!  [pointing  to  Philip. 

Breaks,  [rushing  at  Philip— his  sword  drawn.]  Mv 
hand  is  at  thy  throat ! — my  sword  where  thy  heart  should 
be.— My  wife!  thou  venom-blooded  villain,  speak  ! 

Philip.  She  passed  even  now  to  the  choir. 

Breaks  Hast  thou  broken  the  tenor  of  thy  life  and 
for  once  told  truth  ?  ’ 
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Philip.  As  I  have  a  soul— 

Breaks.  A  soul ! — let  the  toad  swear  by  its  spots — thy  soul !  [To 
Swart  ]  Grasp  him  !  I  will  in.  [Exit,  l. 

Swart.  Forward !— think  not  to  escape  me  j— attempt  it,  and  that 
head,  which  hath  engendered  so  much  ill,  shall  gape  like  a  cleft  gourd. 
**ence  •  [Exeunt  Philip  with  Swart,  l. 

SCENE  VI  Interior  of  the  Cathedral — the  altar — Bechet  discovered 
at  the  altar  kneeling  and  holding  the  silver  cross — monks  arranged 
on  either  side,  performing  vespers— they  chaunt Si  contra  me 
castra  nant,  non  metuam  animo ;  si  in  me  bellum  surgat,  tamen 
confidam !  ”  b 


Enter  First  Monk,  r. 

\st  Monk.  Your  grace,  a  body  of  armed  men  are  hurrying  hither— 
they  brandish  swords,  and  call  you  to  come  forth.  Hence,  hence,  my 
lord.  ’  3 

Becket.  I  came  not  here  to  fly,  but  came  to  suffer. 

[He  ascends  the  steps  of  the  altar,  and  the  Monks  gather  round  him. 

Enter  De  Tracy,  De  Moreville,  Fitz-urse,  Brito,  Ranulf  De 
Broc,  Hugh  of  Horsea,  Knights,  §•<?. 

De  Broc.  Where  is  Thomas  a  Becket  ?  Where  is  the  traitor  ? 

De  Tracy.  Where  is  the  archbishop? 

Becket.  [Descending.]  Here  !  No  traitor,  but  my  lord. 

De  Tracy.  Yet  pause— absolve  those  prelates. 

Becket.  No  satisfaction  hath  yet  been  made— and  I  will  not  ab¬ 
solve  them. 

De  Tracy.  Then  thou  shalt  die  ! 

Becket.  [To  Fitz-urse.]  Reginald,  I  have  done  thee  much  good  • 
and  doth  thy  sword  thirst  for  my  blood  ? 

Fitz.  Fly,  then ! 

Becket.  No,  my  blood  you  need— ’tis  your’s  :-revel  in  it,-but  I 
charge  you,  hurt  not  my  innocent  people. 

Fitz.  [Approaching  him.]  Fly !  or  you  are  dead ! 

Becket.  [Thrusting  Fitz-urse  away .]  Pander! 

De  Tracy.  To  the  work ! 

[Fitz-urse,  De  Tracy,  De  Moreville,  and  Brito,  rush  at  Becket - 
he  casts  off  De  I  racy,  when  Fitz-urse  strikes  and  wounds  him 
he  staggers  up  the  altar,  his  assailants  following,  and  the 
Monks  crowding  about  to  protect  him. 


Enter  Breaks  pear,  Lucia,  and  Swart,  r. 

Breaks.  Hold  !  touch  not  the  archbishop  ! 

De  Tracy.  ’Tis  done ! 

[De  Tracy  and  his  accomplices  descend  from  the  altar  when 
Becket  is  discovered  prostrate,  with  the  silver  cross  lyina  be 
tween  his  arms  upon  his  breast.— Curtain  falls. 
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